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Considering the undoubted brilliancy and beauty 
of Calderon's poetry, the pre-eminence which he holds 
in the dramatic literature of his own country, and the 
conspicuous position which must ever be assigned to him 
in the general literary history of Europe, it appears sin- 
gular that, up to the announcement of the present work, 
no attempt at anything like a complete or adequate 
reproduction into imitative English verse of even one 
of his remarkable dramas should have been made. This 
deficiency seems the more remarkable from the number 
of writers, many of them apparently fully competent 
to supply the omission, who have from time to time 
enriched the periodical literature of the empire during 
the last thirty years, with occasional papers on the 
subject. The grace and beauty with which detached 
passages in several of those essays are rendered from 
the original, make one regret that there was not enthu- 
siasm for the labour equal to the ability to execute it ; 
and that to the capacity of appreciating what was 
beautiful in the ideal region they undertook to survey, 
there wasy^added the conscientious examination of the 
less inviting, but not the less characteristic features of 
the landscape. 



Conceiving, as I may be permitted to do, the delight 
with which a translator is driven impulsively, almost 
as by an original inspiration, to reproduce in his native 
tongue, those harmonies which have so enchanted him 
in another — making him hasten to show unto his 
countrymen the beautiful things which he has dis- 
covered in his wanderings, like an admiring child 
bringing home a scented wild flower or a rosy shell 
from the meadow or the sea-beach where he has been 
playing — conceiving, I repeat, this enjoyment, I have 
little difEculty in realizing the distaste and aversion 
with which the same person will turn from the dreary 
wastes of arid and monotonous prose (the worse for 
being in a metrical form) which almost in all long 
poems surround those verdant oases, on^ which trans- 
lators first alight, and where they woiild be too happy 
to be permitted to remain. 

, The present translation, I confess, was commenced 
pretty much in this way : — The glittering and stu- 
pendous clifiB of those poetical islands first drew me, 
as they have drawn so many others, to survey their 
beauty and sublimity, but with this difference at least, 
that while others looked at them from a distance, 
taking in but the more striking and conspicuous cha- 
racteristics of the various groups, I had the boldness to 
attempt the ascent — expending, perhaps, as much labour 
in wading through the quagmires and wildernesses at 
the base, as in ascending the acclivities of their purple 
cones, — ^if it should be allowed that I have ever reached 
those elevated regions. In a word, I have endeavoured 
to execute my self-imposed task honestly, conscien- 
tiously, and strictly. Hoping that I have not very 
much dulled the brightness of the original, where it is 
wortliy of its author, and trusting that I may escape 
without much censure in the lustre that must steal out 
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in those passages, in spite of the possible obscuration of 
my rendering, I have been equally scrupulous in pre- 
serving what may be considered his defects. I have not 
attempted to expedite the action where it appeared to 
move too slowly, or to exclude the pleasantries of the 
gracioso, when they seemed forced and out of place. 
As I have endeavoured to be faithful to the spirit of my 
original, so have I been scrupulous in adhering to its 
form. Of every species of versification used by Calderon, 
that seemed capable of being reproduced in English 
with a sensible harmonious effect, I have thought it my 
duty to attempt the imitation, and I have, therefore, 
copied all of them but one, namely, the assonant or 
vowel rhyme. If this truly Castilian measure, which 
even in the original Spanish is scarcely perceptible to 
our northern ears, had any higher value in English 
than as a mere proof of verbal or literal dexterity, 
only to be detected by the eye, I would have been 
induced to try and carry out my idea of tlie closeness 
which should exist between the translation and the 
original to that extent also. The attempt (within 
certain limits, to be sure*) has been found to be prac- 
ticable, but the continuance of the same assonance 
through an entire scene, or even act, as is sometimes the 
case in the original, while greatly increasing the diffi- 
culties and labours of the translator, would in most 
cases, be scarcely perceived by the reader ; except, in- 
deed, by an awkward stiffness in the versification, and 
an accumulation of ungrammatical inversions, the cause 
of which even would not be clearly understood. The 
rigid and inflexible assonance therefore, I conceive to 
be nearly impracticable in English. At the same time, 
I feel convinced that an ear tolerably familiar with 

* Retrotpective Review, toI. iv. p. S5. 
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harmonious rhythmical combinations, and accustomed 
to preserve the recurring melody of versification, will 
unconsciously and unexpectedly produce this very 
effect, at irregular intervals no doubt, but with a fre- 
quency that appears to have its origin in something 
beyond mere Occident. Thus, if I may be allowed to 
refer to my own imperfect attempts, I have not unfre- 
quently been surprised to discover on re-perusing some 
long passage of this work, that I had written as- 
sonant rhymes without intending to do so ; and that 
in more than one instance, the vowels a e, for instance, 
are found to recur in the terminating syllables of about 
twenty-five lines out of a hundred. This proves how 
naturally and almost unavoidably the graceful effect 
of the assonance is produced in a language so flexible 
and rich in polysyllabic-terminating words as the 
Spanish. In fact, it is this ^ery artlessness and ap- 
parent impossibility of avoidance that constitutes its 
charm in the original, and which would totally destroy 
its effects in English if forced beyond those unpremedi- 
tated occurrences to which I have alluded. For this 
metre I have, in most instances, substituted the un- 
rhymed trochaic of eight syllables, usually preserving 
it strictly, but often varying it with alternate mono- 
syllabic-terminating lines, and occasionally increasing 
the number of syllables when the measure became too 
monotonous, changing its beat and flow to a quicker 
time. In one play, "The Constant Prince," I have 
alternated the unrhymed trochaics with rhymed lines ; 
and in one scene of " The Purgatory of St. Patrick," 
and for a brief dialogue in " The Secret in Words," I 
have introduced blank verse. A noble measure truly, 
but generally speaking, quite unsuited to the lyrical 
form and spirit of Calderon's poetry. 
I have thusalluded to what I have wished to effect, not, 
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of course, to what I have done. Whatever may be the 
opinion of the public in that respect, I shall cheerfully 
receive ; satisfied that even the unsuccessful attempt to 
supply what, if successful, would be considered a valu- 
able addition to a laborious department of our literature, 
not particularly well worked, and which, as far as the 
Spanish drama is concerned, takes possession of almost 
unoccupied ground, will be received with some appre- 
ciation of the motives that suggested it, and the labour 
and perseverance that carried it out. 

In alluding to the previous writers who have oc- 
casionally worked in this field, there is one to whom I 
should, perhaps, more particularly refer, as it is to his 
resplendent pages that I am indebted for my first 
introduction to the, till then unknown, world of Calde- 
ron's poetry, — I mean Percy Bysshe Shelley. It is to 
be regretted, for many reasons, that this great poet did 
not yield to that strong temptation to which he refers 
in one of his letters to Leigh Hunt. While endeavour- 
ing to dissuade his friend from translating the '^Aminta" 
of Tasso, when he had the capacity "to write Amintas," 
and thus exercise his fancy " in the perpetual creation 
of new forms of gentleness and beauty," he thus alludes 
to the fascination which he then thought himself strong 
enough to resist, but to which he afterwards submitted, 
too seldom indeed, for his own enjoyment and popularity. 

** With respect to translation," he says, " even / will 
not be seduced by it, although the Greek plays, and 
some of the ideal dramas of Calderon (with which 
I have lately, and with inexpressible wonder and 
delight, become aqguainted), are perpetually tempting 
me to throw over their perfect and glowing forms the 
gray veil of my own words." That this modest figure 
is totally inapplicable to the translations which Shelley 
afterwards produced, is now well known. His trans- 
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lated poetry is, no doubt, clothed in a more subdued 
drapery of words than that " flaming robe of verse " in 
which most of his original conceptions are enfolded ; 
but perhaps no other English poet's style could so well 
bear those occasional diminutions of splendour which 
the necessary restrictions of translation occasion. His 
scenes from Calderon's El Magico Prodigioso do not 
look pale even beside the original of that wonderful 
drama^ which, to be seen in its proper place, says a 
modern French writer, should be represented in a 
cathedral, when the reverberations of the organ, now 
roaring like the thunder, and now sweetly plaintive 
like the evening wind, are hushed under the vaulted 
roofs, and the waxen tapers seem to weep, as they are 
shaken to and fro by the wind from the great doors of 
the temple.* Nothing in the entire range of English 
translated poetry can surpass in grace, and exquisite 
appreciation of the spirit of the original, the scene fr6m 
this drama where Justina is tempted by the Demon. 
This scene, as well as the more powerful and fantastic 
one from Faust (the Walpurgis Nacht), the unapproach- 
able superiority of which has been acknowledged by 
most of the subsequent translators of that poem, make 
one feel a deep regret that English literature was not 
enriched, and the brief life of this great but unfortunate 
poet rendered calmer and happier by the fruits of more 
frequent recreation-rambles into the enchanted regions 
of foreign song. 

Translation, as a distinct branch of the poetical art, 
has fallen, perhaps not undeservedly, low in the opinion 
of the public. Writers who would-be capable of rais- 
ing it to its proper position have not only to struggle 
against their own instincts, which prompt them to 

* Philarete Chasles, " Eiudes sur VEapagne,** p. 76. 
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original composition, but to overcome the not unreason- 
able dislike of being classed with the Tates and the 
Hooles, with whom, as translators, the public seem to 
be very well content. A few men of exalted genius, 
however, have been found to overcome both difficulties. 
Coleridge and Shelley, if they Imve not contributed 
very largely to this department of our literature, have 
shown, in the little they have left us, " how divine a 
thing" translation may be made. They have taken 
away the despair which began to be felt of English 
poetry ever being able to produce any of those perfect 
facsimiles of foreign works of genius which form so 
important and interesting a portion of German litera- 
ture. Translations we have had in abundance — ^mono- 
tonous and drowsy versions — such as those of Hoole, 
or ** elegant mistakes " like that of Pope ; but trans- 
lations living and breathing with the inner soul, mur- 
muring the ravishing melodies, and wearing either the 
identical forms of their originals, or something that 
approached them in dignity or grace (if we except 
portions of Chapman, Fairfax, and Dry den), were 
unknown to English literature until the present cen- 
tury.* The power and capacity of the English lan- 
guage for the nervous and musical utterance of the 
deepest or sublimest thought — the most ethereal fancy 
and the gayest humour, according to its own forms and 
modes of expression — was seen from the beginning ; 
but its capability of following the lighter and quicker 
melody of foreign song, with all the mazy involutions 
and capricious extravagances which the southern muse, 

* The translation of the ballads and minor poems of Schiller, by- 
Sir Edward Bulwer Lytton, may be mentioned as perhaps the most 
conspicious recent example of the improvement which, I conceive, 
has taken place in the department of translated poetry. The eminent 
writer alluded to, has nobly repaid the enthusiasm with which the 
creations of his own genius have been received in Germany, by this 
worthy tribute to one of the greatest of that country's poets. 
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in particular, delights to indulge in, seemed at least 
very doubtful. The sturdy independence of the English 
muse was, it must be confessed, national and charac- 
teristic. What Greorge Wither wrote of himself is 
equally applicable to her : — 

** For I will for no man's pleasure 
Change a syllable or measure j 
Pedants shall not tie my strains 
To *your foreign* poets' veins — 
Being bom as firee as these, 
I will skig as I shall please.'f 

And, accordingly, acting on this principle, no matter 
what the external form of the few foreign visitants 
from the land of song, which the sturdy muse thought 
worthy of naturalization within her own dominion, 
instead of allowing them to move about in the flowing 
and graceful costume in which alone they would feel 
at ease, and look to advantage, they had to assume the 
stiff and awkward dress which the intolerance and 
tyranny of English fashion pronounced to be the ton* 
The English muse, too, allowed herself a variety of 
motion and a range of enjoyments that it did not grant to 
her foreign sisters. She had the clear, picturesque, nar- 
rative style of Chaucer, blended, as it were, of the grace- 
ful abandon of the older fabliaux^ and the characteriza- 
tion of the great native drama which was then unborn. 
She had the quicker rhythm of Gower, and in the lyric 
lightness of Herrick and Carew's love songs, some faint 
prophetic scintillations of Prior and Moore. For tragic 
elevation she had "Marlow's mighty line," softened 
and modulated by others ; and for the purposes of a 
less appalling interest, or for a comedy in which pass- 
ing events and ordinary passions were elevated into the 
ideal region of poetry, bounding and leaping with the 
exuberance of young life and animal spirits, in the 
careless and loosely cinctured blank-verse of Beaumont 



and Fletcher. Shakspeare " warbled his native wood- 
notes wild," as if it were great Pan himself that had 
reappeared among men, whose presence was announced 
by such enchanting melodies as had not been heard on 
this earth since happy shepherds in Arcadian woods 
could see 

" The hamadryads dress 
Their raffled locks where meeting hazels darken.** 

Would that there were now any means to woo him 
back any invocation to which he could listen I Then 
would we say with Keats — 

" Be qtiiddy near. 
By every wind fhat nods tiie moontain pine, 
O forester diTine." 

With Milton, the muse, to harmonize with his great 
theme, ** moves in melodious time " its deep solemn peals 
of sustained harmony making us fancy that we hear 

" The bass of Heaven's deep organ blow.*' 

It was thus capable, so far as original composition 
went, of every variety of expression, of every form of 
grace, and every degree of power and elevation ; but, 
from some cause or another, this versatility seems to have 
utterly abandoned it when attempting the labour of 
translation. Any adventurous spirit who would have 
the courage to examine the five or six awful volumes 
of translated verse, in Johnson or Anderson's collec- 
tion of the ** British Poets," will have the melancholy 
spectacle of beholding one of the most fearful limbos 
to which the unfortunate 



" Souls of poets dead and gone** 

have ever been doomed by the cruel ingenuity of man. 
There they lie — Greeks and Romans — satirists and 
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songsters — sharp-tongued epigrammatists from Arra- 
gon,and honey-sweet Sicilian idyllists from the shadows 
of Mount Hybla — inspired Lusitanian creators of epics, 
and love-langubhing Italian narrators of the tales of 
chivalry — all undergoing the same strict and excru- 
ciating purgatory of " the heroic couplet." No wonder 
that between the narrow edges of this sparingly-opened 
measure, the spirit of foreign poetry should charm us 
fto little, confined, as it is, like the dainty Ariel, under 
the tyranny of Sycorax, within the rift of this " cloven! 
pine." To set it free, and restore it to its proper shape 
— " to make gape the pine, and let it out*' — ^to change 
those " groans" that 

<* Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry bears"—— 

into the heavenly sweetness of the same spirit's varied 
song, when at liberty, floating on "the bat's back," or 
resting in the " cowslip's bell," must be the work of 
many poetical Prosperos. No knight of poesy's faery 
world had ever a more benevolent achievement before 
him than to liberate those captive minstrels from the' 
leaden fetters and narrow limits of this dreary and 
monotonous versification. To give back into their 
longing hands the native instruments, to whose accom- 
paniment their songs were originally sung, the harp 
and the lyre, the lute and the guitar, and to substitute 
for the " creaking wire" of the English imitators of 
Boileau, the soft and varied melody of " flutes and soft 
recorders," are labours of necessity and love, which 
must be achieved ere English-translated verse can com- 
pete, either with the perfection of English original 
poetry, or with the photographic fidelity of German 
translation. 
The great poet — a few of whose most beautiful dramas 
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I now Yenture to offer to the public in an English 
fonn — ^presents, perhaps, at the same time, a greater 
amount of difficulties and rewards to the translator 
than any other foreign writer of equal rank. To re- 
produce the varied measures of his versification — to 
supply some equivalent for the long-continued series 
of assonances, and to imitate the polished rhymes in 
which, says an acute German critic, Calderon's lan- 
guage rings forth, as it were, in ever-changing peals of 
harmonious chimes,* is an attempt which no writer, 
however eminent, could despise ; and which, as far as I 
am myself concerned, I would absolutely shrink from 
making, but for the wpnderful fascination and pleasure 
of the employment. ' To translate Calderon — to clothe, 
in English ^ords, his poetry — ^which, as Schlegel truly 
says, "whatever the subject may ostensibly be, is an 
unceasing hymn of joy on the splendours of creation,'* 
seems to awaken all the glow and rapture — ^the en- 
thusiasm and excitation of the most fervid original 
composition. As it is an intense and irrepressible ad- 
miration of all that is beautiful, sublime, and beneficent 
in nature itself that impels the true poet to express 
his gratitude and wonder, so in reading the magnifi- 
cent descriptions of those same attributes in the ever- 
vivid delineations of Calderon, we forget the artifice of 
the poet — we forget that it is a picture, and not the 
reality, that we are surveying. We forget everything 
but the wonderous melody of the versification, which, 
however, even adds to the delusion, falling on our ears, 
as it does, like that sweet and solemn accompaniment 
which the ever-musical wind — the -^olian harp of the 
^orld — breathes continually forth, ^as the great pano- 
rama of creation revolves before us.^" In his pages we 

* Ulrici's "Shakspeare and his Relation to Calderon and Ooethe," 
p. 507. 
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imagination and splendour of poetry, in the change of 
place, and total disregard of all the ** unities," there is 
much in common ; but here the resemblance ends. 
In the English theatre, the characters are always the re- 
presentatives of individuals — in the Spanish, of classes ; 
the man is everything on the English stage— on the 
Spanish, he is nothing. In the former, we look on the 
actors in the drama as beings of a kindred nature with 
pur own : in the latter (at least in its tragedy), as merely 
personifications of the virtues or vices to be represented. 
In Shakspeare, the characters are flesh and blood; 
where none are so monstrously wicked as not to be 
relieved by an occasional ray of a better nature : and 
none so sterling as not to exhibit a little of the common 
alloy of humanity. In Calderon, they are cast in an 
inflexible mould of virtue or vice, and preserve their 
golden or iron rigidity to the last. Shakspeare's figures 
have the warmth and colouring of the canvas, — Cal- 
deron's the fixed and colder outline of the marble. In 
the one we have the incalculable vicissitudes of life : in 
the other, the inevitable certainty of fate. In Calderon, 
it is ever the constant sunshine or the unbroken gloom 
of his climate : in Shakspeare, the dark and bright— 
the smiles and tears of our own. Shakspeare possessed 
higher qualities, and was apparently the deeper thinker, 
Calderon possessed qualities in which the other was de- 
ficient, and was perhaps, in some of the attributes of the 
poet but little his inferior. In the worship of external 
nature, the Englishman, with all his warmth, is cold 
compared with the Spaniard ; in the revelations of her 
mysteries and the inward workings of the soul, the latter, 
must be pronounced superficial when compared to the- 
former. Shakspeare invented characters in abundance 
— but few plots ; Calderon invented innumerable plots 
— but few characters. The one was fertile in delinea- 
tion, the other in invention. In fact, both are admir- 
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able of their kind, but both are founded on totally- 
different principles of dramatic propriety, and we may 
relish and admire the one without being unjustly and 
unnecessarily blind to the merits of the other. 

I feel that I cannot better conclude these imperfect 
remarks than by quoting the eloquent language of a 
recent writer, who terminates his own analysis of the 
genius of the great poet-dramatist in the following 
beautiful passage : — 

** In the above sketch we feel that we have given but 
a very faint image of the greatness of Calderon : but 
perbaps, we may have excited some one to go and view 
for himself. It is pleasant to have a new star rise in 
the intellectual firmament ; and it is not with these as 
with those in the natural : these stars are new worlds, 
into which the soul may enter, worlds akin to that 
within us, for the soul hath a right to all that man 
hath done, and more — it hath the power to take pos- 
sessiou thereof for itself. Calderon has long been a 
great name, but we would have him be something more : 
for as Paterculus said of Pindar, Thebas wnum o^ Pin- 
dart illuminavit, so, too, would we say of him ;^in him 
alone the nationality of Spain finds a worthy voice, 
for her other poets only sang for their own times, while 
his soul, being of larger dimensions and deeper sym- 
pathies, contains them all in itself ; and as the lan- 
guage which he used is the result of the varied speech 
of Spain's previous centuries, so in the thoughts which 
that language bears to us, we see condensed all the 
epochs of Spanish history^nd we hear (as in Roderick's 
enchanted tower) the sounds of old gothic days mingled 
with the Moorish war-cry, while they are drowned in 
the more recent and yet louder notes of Pelayo, the Cid, 
and the glories of Castile.* 

* Weftminster and Foreign Review, vol. liv. p. sib. 
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— but few plots; Calderon invented innumerable plota 
— but few characters. The one was fertile in delinea- 
tion, the other in invention. In fact, both are admir- 



able of their kind, bnt both are foonded on totallT 
different principles of dramatic proprietr, and we awj 
relish and admire the one without being imjostlj^ 
unnecessarily blind to the merits of the other. 

I feel that I cannot better condade these 
remarks than by quoting the eloqnent language of a 
recent writer, who terminates his own analjsb of the 
genius of the great poet-dramatist in the £oOowiiig 
beautifol passage : — 

^' In the above sketch we feel that we hare gircn bat 
a very faint image of the greatness of Calderon : bat 
perhaps, we may have excited some one to go and Tiev 
for himsell It is pleasant to have a new star nae in 
the intellectual firmament ; and it is not with these as 
with those in the natural : these stars are new woridi^ 
Into which the soul may enter, worlds akin to that 
within us, for the soul hath a right to all that man 
bath done, and more — it hath the power to take pos- 
session thereof for itself. Calderon has long been a 
great name, but we would have him be something more : 
for as Paterculus said of Pindar, Thebas unum ca Pin- 
dari illuminavit, so, too, would we say of him ; i in him 
alone the nationality of Spain finds a worthy voice, 
for her other poets only sang for their own times, while 
his soul, being of larger dimensions and deeper sym- 
pathies, contains them all in itself ; and as the lan- 
guage which he used is the result of the varied speech 
of Spain's previous centuries, so in the thoughts which 
that language bears to us, we see condensed all the 
epochs of Spanish history^nd we hear (as in Roderick's 
enchanted tower) the sounds of old gothic days mingled 
with the Moorish war-cry, while they are drowned in 
the more recent and yet louder notes of Pelayo, the Cid, 
and the glories of Castile.* 

• Westminster and Foreig:n Review, vol. liv. p. 322. 
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Tlie following will be found a tolerably correct 
count of all that has been previously done in English 
literature for the elucidation and partial translatioii 
of Cttlderon*! dramas : — ^I do not mean to enter into 
tlie rjuestion (a very interesting one beyond all donbt^ 
but one wliicli would require and merit a separate in- 
vestigation) of the immense debt which the ancienl 
liritUh drama owes to the Spanish. *^ To expreas the 
obligation truly/' says Mr. Lewes in his interesting little 
workf *'we must say that the European drama is 
saturated with Spanish influence. Take from tht 
French^ and from Beaumont and Fletcher, and thor 
contemporaries, from Dry den, Congreve, Wycherly, 
Shadwell, from Goldoni, Nota, Giraud, and others, all 
that tliey have borrowed directly or indirectly from 
Spain, and you beggar them in respect of situation 
and incident.'' * — It may be mentioned, however, that 
two of the old English dramatists — Sir Samuel Tuke, 
and George Digby, Earl of Bristol, had the candour 
to acknowledge the sources from which they drew 
the materials, and very often the poetry of their plays* 
The former writer in his preface to the third edition 
of **The Adventures of Five Hours," (1671) say*^ 
'' The plot needs no apology ; it was taken out of Don 
Pedro Calderon, a celebrated Spanish author, the nation 
of the world who are the happiest in the force and 
delicacy of their inventions." — {The Ancient British 
Drama, London, 1810, vol. iii. p. 407. Dodsley's Col- 
lection of Old PlaySy vol. xii.) This, however, is a 
mistake of the old dramatist (a mistake which has 
been followed by all subsequent writers on the sub- 
ject, including even Mr. Ticknor) {Spanish Literature^ 
vol. ii. p. 353), as the original Spanish drama alluded 
to, Los Empenos de Seis Roras^ though a very admir- 

* "The Spanish Drama," p. 6, London, 1846. 
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able one, was not written by Calderon. It conse- 
qtiently is not to be fonnd either in the edition of 
the Comedias published bj Kdl (Leipsic^ 1827-18d0, 
4 torn.), or in the completer one by Hartzenbnsch 
{Madrid, 1848-1850, 4 torn.). Vera Tassis in liis 
preface to the fifth part of the first edition of the 
Comedias (Madrid, 1682-1691, 9 torn.) expressly men- 
tions Las Empenos de Sets Horas among upwards of 
a hundred other dramas, which had been printed, 
by the cupidity of the booksellers, as Calderon's, 
and most of them during his lifetime, but without 
the slightest claim to that honour. Lord Bristol, it 
would appear, translated, or adapted to the British 
stage three of Calderon's plays, two of which are lost 
** Downes the Prompter" (says Sir Walter Scott in the 
work before referred to— the ** Ancient British Drama," 
edited by him, London 1810, vol. iii. p. 446) " asserts that 
he (Lord Bristol) wrote two plays between the years 
1662 and 1665 made out of the Spanish, one called ' Tis 
better than it was, and the other entitled Worse and 
W(yrse, — Roscim Anglicanus (1708, p. 26). The 
originals of these plays there can be no doubt were 
Calderon's JHejor estd que estaba, and his Peor estd 
que estaba, A third play, however, taken from the 
same source, was written by Lord Bristol, and printed 
by him in 1677, under the title of Elvira, or the Worse 
not always True, which Sir Walter Scott, in continu- 
ation of the passage above quoted, supposes, may, by 
possibility, be one of the lost plays. This is quite a 
mistake, as " The Worse not always True " is taken 
from a distinct play of Calderon — No siempre lo Peor 
es Cierto, 

Owing to the decay of the Drama in England and the 
Misuse of the Spanish language, which to the educated 
classes in the times of Elizabeth and James I., seems to 
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have been neariy M finniliar M tke Frendi is in our o wn ; 
eTen the partial reeognitioQ of Caldeion's meiitSy as 
erineed by the allasion to him in 1671 (ten yean before 
his death) in the preface to ^ The Adrentnres of five 
Hours," was wholly intemipted, and his name appears 
to hare been almost unknown in England until the 
commencement oi the present emtury. The reviyed 
acquaintance with him, such as it was, originated in 
the enthusiasm of Tiek, the Schlegels, and other Grerman 
writers, and was thus f<»«ed, I may say, on the literary 
world in these countries in a somewhat indirect man- 
ner. The publication of Mr. Black's translation of the 
*^ Dramatic Literature ^ of Augustus W. Schl^el, about 
the year 1815, imparted to a wider public the intel- 
ligence that the lost Pleiad of the great European con- 
stellation of dramatists had reappeared. Among poets, 
Shelley appears to have been the one who appreciated 
most highly the importance of the discovery — who 
enjoyed the brilliancy of the restored luminary most 
keenly, and who has given to less penetrating eyes the 
best idea of its beauty. His letters during the years 
1818-19, contain frequent allusions to Calderon whom he 
was then reading, as he himself says, ^ with inexpres- 
sible wonder and delight." I have already quoted the 
remarkable passage in which he describes himself 
resisting as if with difficulty the impulse which he felt 
strong within him, to adapt to English words some of 
those dramatic and lyrical melodies which delighted 
him so much : he fortunately yielded oncCy as I have 
previously stated, and with the happiest result. In the 
letters of Grerald Griffin also, it would appear that even 
at the time when he himself was engaged upon the 
composition of a great original drama — ^^Gisippus'* 
(Feb. 1824), he too was haunted by the same desire to 
do this act of tardy justice to the great masters of the 



Spanish stage. In oonjnnction with his friend Valen- 
tine Uanos, a Spaniard (the anthor of **D€m Etidm§r\ 
some progress appears to haTe heen made in this de- 
rirable work : specimens were prepared, prospec to aci 
issaed, bnt for some canse or another, the project neror 
readied maturity. {Life ofGtnM Gr^Sm, London, 1843^ 
pp. 101, 104^ 109.) The twent^-fifth Tolome of the 
^ Quarterly Review " (April, 1821 ) contains, I beliere, 
the earliest criticism on the dramatic genius of Calderon 
that is to be met with in the periodical press of the 
empire. The estimate of the writer (who was probably 
either Sonthey or Mr. Lockhart), as mi^it be expected, 
was lower and less enthusiastic than that of Schlegel, 
but higher and deeper than that of Sismondi. The esti- 
mate has been adopted by Mr. Hallam (Literature of 
Europe, vol. iii. p. 61) as a fair medium between the 
extrayagant eulogists, and the ignorant or prejudiced 
depreciators of Calderon. Three or four dramas are 
briefly analyzed in this article, the greater space being 
given to El Principe Constante ; on which the writer 
passes the following eulogium, which may be added to 
the other testimonials as to its merits which I have 
collected : — 

** But that Qdrama] which, in our judgment most 
strongly excites the high and generous emotions, the 
noblest representation of unbending honour, struggling 
with ignominy and pain, is * The Constant Prince.' " — 
Quarterly Review, vol. xxv. pp. 18, 19. 

In Blackwood's Magazine for June, 1825 (vol. xvii. 
p. 641), was published the second analysis of any of 
Calderon's dramas which had appeared in English 
literature. Shelley's "Scenes from Calderon" had 
no doubt been given to the public earlier, originally, 
I believe, in a number of " The Liberal " (for which 
he mentions in one of his letters, they were intended), 
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but at any rate in his ** Posthumous Poems,** pub- 
lished in 1824. These scenes, however, were merely 
detached specimens, and gave no idea of the plot or 
machinery of the drama. Three other dramas were 
subsequently analyzed in " Blackwood," which, with a 
general article on Calderon, I shall enumerate at the 
end of these remarks. The next contributions of 
any importance to a knowledge of Calderon, were 
some translated scenes from La Vida es Sumo and 
El Magico Prodigioso^ which appeared in the "Monthly 
Chronicle," the former in vol. iii., the latter in 
Yo\.^ The scenes from " The Wonderful Magician," 
in particular, are remarkably well executed ; they 
are closer to the original, both in metre and mean- 
ing, than Shelley's version, though occasionally adopt- 
ing his expressions ; and in a poetical point of view, 
have a charm of their own, which even our preoccu- 
pation by the earlier efforts of that great master, does 
not prevent our perceiving and enjoying. The other 
drama, " Life is a Dream," has had also the benefit of 
a second translation. In the "Monthly Magazine," 
vol. xcvi. a translation into blank verse was made by 
Mr. Oxenford, some striking extracts from which are 
given in Mr. Lewes's valuable little work already men- 
tioned, — " The Spanish Drama" (published in Knight's 
Shilling Series, London, 1846). The date of this 
translation I cannot fix with accuracy, as I have 
been unable to see the volume of the " Monthly Ma* 
gazine " in which it appears. It probably was prior to 
the version in the " Monthly Chronicle " just alluded 
to. The beauty of these extracts is marred (to use the 
language of a competent writer in the " Westminster 
Review," vol. liv. p. 313) "by their being written in our 
heroic blank verse ; they are energetic, but the energy 
is not Calderon's." 
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In 1846, appeared Mr. Lewes's work above referred 
tOi The criticism is generally more genial and im^ 
partial towards the merits of Lope de Vega than to 
those of his great rival and successor, hut on the whole 
it will be found a useful and intelligent hand-book for 
the student of the Spanish Drama on all matters con- 
nected with the literary and historical aspect of the 
subject. It contains an analysis of six of Calderon's 
dramas, which I shall subsequently particularize. In 
1847, my own labours in this pleasant field of exertion 
commenced : they consisted of an introductory essay 
and scenes from El Purgatcrio de San Patricio^ 
which appeared in " Duffy's Irish Catholic Magazine " 
(Dublin, 1847, vol. i.). In 1848, 1 followed up these 
attempts on a wider scale in ** The Dublin University 
Magazine," and analyzed from time to time, the five 
remaining dramas included in the present work, giving 
occasional translations of particular passages. The 
only attempt which had been made, to present a drama 
of Calderon in a complete English dress, and in a 
distinct shape, appeared this year (1848). It is the 
same ** Wonderful Magician" whose melodious spells 
were powerful enough to enchain the energetic genius 
of the poet of the " Prometheus Unbound," and to com- 
pel the accomplished writer in the " Monthly Chronicle " 
to become his interpreter. The third and (as to 
quantity) the most complete translator of this drama, 
seemed to be under the apprehension that both the 
name of the drama itself, as well as of one of the prin- 
cipal characters in it, would be offensive "to ears polite ;" 
so he substituted " Justina " (the name of the heroine) 
for " The Wonderful, or Wonder-working Magician ;" 
and for the " Demon " the less startling periphrasis of 
*^ Misalethes." The abandonment of the metre of the 
original is, however, a more fatal defect. Its title is 
as follows :^<" Justina, a Play, translated from the 
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Spanish of Calderon de la Barca, by J. H." London, 
James Bums, 17, Portman-street, Portman-sqnare* 
1848. Mr. Ticknor's great work, " The History of 
Spanish Literature," appeared in 1849. It contains 
the most ample and accurate biography of Calderon 
which has yet appeared in English, and gives a very 
satisfactory analysis of ten full-length dramas and one 
AtUo. This work led to the publication of a number 
of important essays on Spanish Literature in the 
periodical press. The most valuable of these that came 
under my notice, as far as Calderon is concerned, was 
a masterly one published in the "Westminster Review" 
(vol. liv. No. II.) ; it contains an analysis, with ad* 
mirable translations, of about eight dramas. About 
the time that Mr. Ticknor's work appeared in England 
in 1849, a very interesting paper on one of Calderon's 
least-known dramas, Los Tres Mc^ores Prodigias, 
appeared in the number of ^^ Frazer's Magazine " for 
August in that year. The metrical translations intro- 
duced into this essay also are executed with great spirit. 
In the Mores CcctkoUdy and the other pious, eloquent, 
and learned works of Mr. Kenelm Digby, frequent 
allusions to Calderon may be found, all expressive of 
a high appreciation, and a warm admiration of his 
poetical merits. The Etudes sur VEspagne of M. 
Philarete Chasles (referred to in an earlier portion of 
this preface), a considerable portion of which is devoted 
to Calderon, has been translated in a series of Papers 
published in the New York LUeraay Worlds and will 
probably appear in a separate form. 

If we add to the foregoing the analyses of dramas 
mentioned in Hallam's "Introduction to the Literature 
of Europe," in Sismondi's " Literature of the South of 
Europe " (translated by Thomas Roscoe), Bouterwek's 
" EQstory of Spanish Literature" (translated by Thoma- 
sina Ross), and a " Handbook of Spanish literature. 
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by Alexander F. Forator (Edmbmig^ William and 
Robert C^iambers, 1851), wludi last, howerer, as £ur 
as Calderon is concerned, moel j condenses the <^r»tif iqn 
of Sismondi — we have, I beliere, all the direct inf onn- 
ation that is to be found in English literatore npon the 
life, the character, and the writings of Calden>n. In 
the following list, it will be perceiyed that the same 
drama has been analyzed b j two or three writers, or 
rather, that the analyas of the first has beoi oeeasion- 
ally adopted by those that succeeded. Beckoning these 
repetitions as one, it will appear that we have a more 
or less satisfactory account of about twenty-elg^ or 
twenty-nine Comedias out of one hundred and twenty 
which are contained in the last edition, and of only two 
Aaitoi SaeramentaleSy out of seyenty-three. {*^ Autos So- 
cramentales Aleffcricos y Historialeg del Phenix de lot 
PoekUy el Eepanol Den Pedro Calderon de la Bairca^'* 
Madrid, 1759, six volumes 4to.) Considering that 
many of these notices give but a very slight account of 
the dramas they profess to describe, and that some of 
them do not present a single specimen of the poetry so 
profusely scattered through all, it is to be hoped that 
extensive additions will be made to this list. At 
present, it must be confessed, all the available inform- 
ation on the subject supplies the English reader with 
a very imperfect idea of the fertility of invention, the 
richness of fancy, the prodigality of imagery, the 
splendour of poetical diction, the perfection of rhyth- 
mical harmony which characterize the writings of the 
least known, as well as of the best known of those, 
whom a living writer of the highest authority (Mr. 
Lockhart) pronounces to be " the two greatest drama- 
tists the modem world has produced — Calderon and 
Shakspbabe."* 

* See Mr. Lockhart's valuable notes to the edition (in 5 toIs. I2ir- ^ 
of Don Quixote, translated by Motteuz. Edinborgh, 1822, toI. 
p. 810. 



XXVI 
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Of such Comedtas and Autos of Calderon as have been analyzed, 
or of which scenes have been translated into English up 
to the present time, j 



QUABTBRLT REVIEW, vol. XXV., 1821. 

Amigo amarUe y leal; El Principe Comtante, Ac, 

Blackwood's Magazine. 

Agradecer y no Avtva/t (voL xvii.) ; LaDevodon de la Cruz 
(vol. xviii.) ; El Maestro de Danzwr (vol. xx.) ; An Article 
on Calderon (vol. xlvi.) ; La Bama Duende (vol. xlvii.). 

MoNTLHT Magazine. 
La Vida es JSueflo (vol. xcvL). 

MONTHLT ChBONICLE. 

La Vida es Sueflo (vol. iii.) ; El Magico Prodigmo (vol. vi.). 

Shelley's Works, Boyal 8vo. London, 1844. 
El Magico Prodigioso (page 350). 

The Spanish Dbama, by G. H. Lewes, London, 1846, 

El Magico Prodigioso (page 187) ; La Vida es Sueflo (198) ; 
El Medico de su Honra (222) ; El Mayor Monstruo los Zdos 
(231) ; El Alcalde de Zalomea (244) ; A Secreto Agravio 
SecretaVenga/naa (251). 

Ibish Catholio Magazine, Dublin, 1847. 
El Pwrgatorio de Saoh Poitricio (vol. i.). 

Published Sefabately. 

" Justina (El Magico Prodigioso), A Play, translated from 
the Spanish of Calderon de la Barca." By J. H. 

Published by BuBNS, Portman-street, London, 1848. 

Dublin Univeesitt Magazine. 

El Secreto a Voces (vol. xxxii.) ; Amar despues de la MuerU 
(vol. xxxii.) ; El Medico de m Honra (vol. xxxiv.) ; El Prin-* 
cipe Constamte (vol. xzxviii.) ; La Bamda y la Flor (vol. xxxix.). 
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Fbazeb's Magazine, August, 1849 (vol. xl.). 
Lo8 Tres Mayores Prodigio8. 

Ticknor's Histobt of Spanish LiTERATtJRB, 3 vols. 

London, 1849. 

El Purgaiorio de Scm Pa;tricio (torn. ii. p. 327) ; La Devth 
cion de la Oruz (329) ; El Magico Prodiffioso (330) ; AToar 
despaea de la Muerte (338) ; El Medico de su ITonra (341) ; 
El Mayor Monstruo los Zdoa (344) ; El Prmcipe Consta/iUe 
(349) ; Antes que todo es mi Bama (354) ; La Dama Duende 
(354) ; La Banda y la Flor (356) ; El Divvno Orpheo (Autos 
Sacramentales, vol. iv. p. 236), Ticknor, vol. ii. p. 823. 

Westminster Beyiew, January, 1851, vol. liv. 

Tambien hay Dvdo en los Dama^ (p. 293) ; Eco y Narciso 
(224) ; El Magico Prodigioso (300) ; Bos Amamtes del Cido 
(301) ; Fmeza contra Fineza (308) ; Nina de Chmez Arias 
(311) ; El Mayw Monstrm los Zdos (314) ; El Alcalde de 
Zalaanea, 

Hallam's "Introduction to the Literature of Europe," 

vol. ill. pp. 61, 64. 

La Vida esSiieflo; A Secreto Agramo SecretaVenganza. 

SisMONDi's "Literature OF the South of Europe," 
Translated by Thomas Boscoe, 2 vols. ; London, 1846. . 

Amar despues de la Mwirte (vol. ii. pp. 377 and 409) ; Et 
Secreto a Voces (380) ; El Principe Constanle (387) ; La Avrora 
en Copaca va/na (396) ; Origen, Perdida y Jtestatiracwn de la 
Virgen del Sagrario (398) ; El Pwrgatorio de San Patricio 
(401) ; El Medico de su ffonra (406) ; A Dios por Itazon de 
JSstado, Auto Sacramental (Autos, torn. ii. p. 7, ed. 1759), 
^ismondi, voL ii. p. 415. 

Bouterwek's "History of Spanish Literature," 
Translated by Thomasina Boss; London, 1847. 

El Principe Constante (p. 868). 

Spanish Literature, by Alexander F. Forster, 
Edinburgh, 1851. 

El Principe Constamte (jp, 238). 
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lieroic action, into which Calderon has infused the 
purest spirit of pathos, without departing from the 
Spanish national style of heroic comedy ;" while Mr. 
Ticknor, the last and best historian of the literature 
of Spain, devotes several pages to its analysis, which, 
as usual, is characterized by the calm good sense 
and complete knowledge of his subject, so remark- 
able throughout his entire work. 

" Its plot," says Mr. Ticknor, " is founded on 
the expedition against the Moors in Africa, by the 
Portuguese Infante, Don Ferdinand, in 1438, which 
ended with the total defeat of the invaders before 
Tangier, and the captivity of the prince himself, 
who died in a miserable bondage in 1443 — ^his very 
bones resting for thirty years among the mis- 
believers, till they were, at last, brought home to 
Lisbon, and buried with reverence, as those of a 
tiaint and martyr. This story Calderon found in 
the old and aa^ beautiful Portuguese chronicle of 
^oam Alvares and Euy de Pina ; but he makes the 
bufferings of the prince voluntary, thus adding to 
Ferdinand's character the self-devotion of Eegulus, 
and so fitting it to/be the subject of a deep tragedy, 
founded on the honour of a Christian patriot."* 
For much additional information on this as well as 
the subsequent dramas, see the notes at the end of 
the volume. 

* Spanish Literature, toI. ii. p. 349. 
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THE CONSTANT PRINCE. 



Without going the extreme length which the 
enthusiastic admiration of the " The Constant 
Prince** has led one German critic at least (Schulze, 
in his " Leben des Standhqften Frinzen,** Weimar, 
1811),* who places this play beside the Divina 
Commedia, all critics appear unanimous in their 
high estimate of its poetical and artistic merits. 
Sismondi warms for a moment in the midst of his 
cold and ungenial analysis, and acknowledges it to 
be "one of the most moving plays of Calderon," 
perhaps influenced by the unqualified approbation 
of Bouterwek, a writer to whom, in the Spanish 
portion of his work, the accomplished G-enevese 
was under more obligations than he acknowledges. 
"The tragedy of Don Fernando, entitled M Prin- 
cipe Constcmte" says Bouterwek, " displays all the 
lustre of Calderon's genius. The unities of time 
and place are lost sight of in the unity of the 

* Ticknor*! Spanish Literature, yol. ii. p. 349, note 31. 
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and complete knowledge of his subject, so remark- 
able throughout his entire work. 

" Its plot," says Mr. Ticknor, " is founded on 
the expedition against the Moors in Africa, by the 
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ended with the total defeat of the invaders before 
Tangier, and the captivity of the prince himself, 
who died in a miserable bondage in 1443 — ^his very 
bones resting for thirty years among the mis- 
believers, till they were, at last, brought home to 
Lisbon, and buried with reverence, as those of a 
tiaint and martyr. This story Calderon found in 
the old and aa^ beautiful Portuguese chronicle of 
^oam Alvares and Euy de Pina ; but he makes the 
bufferings of the prince voluntary, thus adding to 
Ferdinand's character the self-devotion of Eegulus, 
and so fitting it tO/be the subject of a deep tragedy, 
founded on the honour of a Christian patriot."* 
For much additional information on this as well as 
the subsequent dramas, see the notes at the end of 
the volume. 

* Spanish Literature, vol. ii. p. 349. 
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PEESONS EEPEESENTED. 



DON FERNANDO, \p-^^^fp^^^^ 
DON ENRIQUE, J^*^*^ ofPoHngai. 

DON JUAN COUTINO. 

ALPHONSO, King of Portugal. 

BRITO, a Portuguese Soldier. 

THE KING OF FEZ. 

MULEY, Am General. 

TARUDANTE, King of Morocco. 

SELIM, in the Service of the King of Fez. 

THE PRINCESS PHENIX, Daughter of the King of Fez. 

ROSA, 

^^^^■L^ » . \ her Attendants. 
ESTRELLA, 

ZELIMA, 
Soldiers, Christiaoi Slaves, Musicians, Attendants, dsc. 
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Protect me, Allah ! 

What abhorred 
Terror thus Buspendfl thy breath P~ 

PHxmXy aride. 

It is the sentence of my death ! 

IKISQ. 

What is it you say ? 

FHSinx, aloud. 

My lord, 
My master, and my king, to thee, 
My father, what have I to say ? — 

Aside. 
What a happy chance, Mul6y, 
Hast thou lost ! Ah ! woe is me. 

Aloud. 
Let my silence be a token 
Of my dutiful reply. 

Aside. 
In thinking it, my soul would Ue, 
My tongue would lie, if it had spoken. 

KIKO. 

Take the picture. 

PHEHix, aside. 

Being desired, 
My hand the hated gut hath got, 
But my heart receives it not. 
The report of a cannon is heard. 

ZABA. 

This salute, my lord, is fired 
Por Mul^y, arrived to-day 
In the Sea of Eez. 

'lis meet. 



THE CONSTANT PRINCE. 



ACT I.— SCENE I, 

THE QABDXNB OF THB KINa 07 FEZ, BT THE 8BA. 



Enter some Christian capti/ves sififfinffy rnnd zaba. 

ZABA. 

Sing, from out this thicket here, 
While the beauteous Phenix dresses ; — 
Those sweet songs, whose air expresses 
Fond regrets ; \niich pleased her ear 
Often in the baths, — those strains 
Full of grief and sentiment. — 

7IBST CAPTITB. 

Can Music, whose strange instrument 
Was our clanking gyves and chains — 
Can it be, our wmI could bring 
Joy unto her heart ? our woe 
Be to her delight P — 

ZABA. 

'Tia so :— 
She from this will hear you \ sing. 

b2 
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SECOKB CAPTITE. 

Ah ! this anguish doth exceed. 
Beauteous Zara, all the rest — 
Since from out a captive's breast 
(Saye a soulless bird's indeed) 
Never has a willing strain 
Of music burst. 

ZABA. 

But have not you 
Yourselves sung many a time ? — 

THIBD CAPTIVE. 

'Tis true; 
But then it was no stranger's pain 
To which we hoped some ease to bring. 
It was our own too bitter grief 
For which in song we sought relief. 

ZABA. 

She is listening now — then sing. 

The captives sing : — 

Age doth not respect 
The fur or the sablime ; 
Nothing stands erect 
Before the &ce of time. 

^ter BOBA. 
BOSA. 

Captives, you can now retire, 
And your pleasing concert end, 
For fair Phenix doth descend 
To this garden, to inspire 
Joy, where'er her footsteps stray : — 
Coming like a second mom. 
Young Aurora newly bom. — 
The captives go out. 

Enter phenix, attended hy her Moorish maidens, 
ESTBELLA omd ZELIKA, &c. dressing her. 

ESTBELLA. 

Beauteous have you risen to-day. 
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ZABA.. 

Let the dawn, so purely bright, 
Boast no more, this garden owes 
To her its beauty — ^that the rose 
Draws jfrom her its purple light, 
Or the jeBsamine its whiteness. 

PHE9TX. 

The glass. 

ESTBELLA. 

Thou should'st not strive to find 
Specks the pencil ne'er designed 
In its artificial brightness. 

They preserU her with a mirror. 

FHENIX. 

What does loveliness avail me, 
(I^ indeed, 'tis mine to vaunt it) — 
If mv joy of heart be wanted P — 
If life's happiest feelings faQ me P — 

ZELOUl. 

How dost thou feel P 

PHEinx. 

K I but knew. 
Ah ! my Zelima, how I feel, 
That certain knowledge soon would steal 
Half of the grief that pains me through : — 
I do not know its nature wholly. 
Although it robs my heart of gladness ; 
For now it seemeth tearful saoness,— 
And now 'tis pensive melancholy : — 
I only know, I know I feel — 
But what I feel I do not know,-* 
The sweet illusions mock me so. 

ZABA. 

Since these gardens cannot steal 
Away your oft-returning woes — •■ 
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Though to beauteoiui spring, they build 
Snow-white jasmine templ^B filled 
With radiant statues of the rose. 
Come unto the sea, and make 
Thy bark the chariot of the sun. — 

BOSiL. 

And when the golden splendours run 
Athwart the waves, along thy wake — 
The garden to the sea wul say 
(By melancholy fears deprest). 
The sun abeady gilds the west. 
How very short has been this day ! — 

Ah ! no more can gladden me 

Sunny shores, or dark projections. 

Where in emulous reflections 

Blend the rival land and sea ; 

When, alike in charms and powers,— 

Where the woods and waves are meeting — 

Flowers with foam are seen competing-«t« ^ 

Sparkling foam with snow-white flowers i 

For the garden, envious grown 

Of the curling waves of ocean, - 

Loves to imitate their motion ; 

And the amorous zephyr, blown 

Out to sea from fragrant bowers, 

In the shining waters laving 

Back returns, and makes the waving 

Leaves an ocean of bright flowers : 

When the sea too, sad to view 

Its barren waste of waves forlorn, 

Striveth swiftly to adorn 

All its realm, and to subdue 

The pride of its majestic mien, 

To second laws it doth subject 

Its nature, and with sweet effect 

Blends Adds of blue with waves of green. 



Coloured now like hevren's htae damey 
Now plumed as if from Tev^nt bovcn^ 
The garden seems a sea of towen. 
The sea a garden of bright fiiam : 
How deep mj pain must be, is pkm. 
Since naught delights mj heart or eje^ 
Xor eartii, nor air, nor sea^ nor s^-* 

ZABA. 

Ah ! deep, indeed, must be jour pain 1— 
Enter the Kora tnih ap oiitmi m iu 



K perdianoe die £Bfver fit^ 

Quartan of i^y beauty, 1^ 

Thee thy sadness to Hirget, — 

This £Eur original (for it 

Is too full of life, to be 

But a picture) is the In&ute 

Of Morocco, Tarudante, 

Who doth come to offer thee 

His hand and crown ; do not reprove 

The ambassador who pleads his suit — 

Do not doubt that he, though mute, 

Bringeth messages of love : — 

With favour I his wish behold. 

For he hath sent to me, as liege, 

Ten thousand horsemen, to besiege 

Ceuta, which I long to hold : — 

Let nor fears, nor vain alarms, 

Nor coldness in your heart be found ; 

But let him soon in Eez be crowned 

King of all thy beauteous charms. 

* " The beautiful flighta of fiuicy which occur at the com- 
nenoement of the piece are worthy of particular attention. 
There Calderon has painted his fevourite images in his com- 
puriflon of waves with flowers.'' — BotUenoek, 
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PHXVIXy Ofttb. 

Protect me, Allah ! 

KDra. 

What abhorred 
Terror thus suspendB thj breath P— 

PHXiax, atide. 

It is the sentence of my death ! 

What is it you say P 

PHXKix, aloud. 

My lord. 
My master, and my king, to thee. 
My father, what have I to say P — 

Asiele. 
What a happy chance, Mul^, 
Hast thou Jost ! Ah ! woe is me. 

Aloud, 
Let my silence be a token 
Of my dutiful reply. 

Aside. 
In thinking it, my soul would lie. 
My tongue woula lie, if it had spoken. 

KIKO. 

Take the picture. 

PHEinx, aside, 

\ Being desired, 

t; My hand the hated gut hath got, 

But my heart receives it not. 
The report of a cannon is heard, 

ZABA.. 

This salute, my lord, is fired 
For Mul6y, arrived to-day 
In the Sea of Fez^ 

XIKG. 

'Tis meet. 



II 
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Snter mulet with the trunehean of a gtmaroL 

KULET, 

Give me, mighty lord, thy feeL 
You are welcome home, Muley. 

MTILET. 

He who penetrates the light 

Of so sovereign a sphere. 

He who homeward drawing near 

Finds a sun and dawn so sweet, 

Well hath homeward come, indeed : — 

Lady, let me kiss thy hand. 

For liiB love and £uUi demand 

Such reward, whose heart would bleed 

To work his sovereign's least intent. 

To the Kmg. 
For newer triumphs still he bums 
In thy service. — -He returns 
More thy lover than he went. 

Aside to Phenix. 

PKirmx, aside. 

Heaven protect me ! [To Muley.'] Thou, 

indeed, 
Art most welcome. [Ande,] Life doth leave 

me! 

MTJLEY, aside, 

K my eyes do not deceive me, 
Eather the reverse I read. 

KINO. 

Well, Muley, what news firom sea ? — 

MULEY. 

Now thou'lt test thy suffering 

Of mirfortune : for 1 bring 

Saddest news ; [aside] as mine must be. 
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What thou knowest, let me hear, 
For a firm and constant mind 
Lets both good and evil find 
Equal entrance : sit thou herOi 
Pheniz. 

FHSKIX. 

Yes. 

Let all be seated. 
Now proceed thy news to tell, 
Hidimqg; nothing. 

The King and ladiet tU down. 

HTJLET. 

I, nor well 
Can conceal it, or repeat it ; — \(mdeJ\ 
With two galliasses* only, 
By command, my lord, of thee, 
I departed to examine 
All the coast of Barbary, 
With the intention of approaching 
That famed city of the South, 
Known of old time as Eliza, 
And which nearly at the mouth 
Of the Herculean strait is founded ; 
Ceido is its latter name, — 
For this Hebrew word and Ceuta 
Li the Arabic are the same. 
Both expressive but of beauty, 
Or the ever-beauteous town,— 

* « My &iher hath no less 

Than ihree gpreat arffotdes, besides two ga^ 
And twelve light gulies." — 

Shaksfbabb. 
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That fidr town, thai, like a jewd, 
Heayen has aimtched fiora onttiif 
Through, perbapB, Mahomefa 
Throiifi:h tne miirlity piophefi 
Whic?, op^iDbifanf (SWnloar! 
Now a foreign ruler hath. 
Where we tamely gape and gaae aft^ 
Where our slaYiah eye-aigfat aeei^ 
Floating from its topmast tmroti^ 
Banners of the Portuguese. 
*Neath our yeiy eyes prescribing 
Limits that our arms deride— 
'Tis a mockery ci our praisea, 
*Ti8 a bridle to our pride, 
'Tis a Caucasus, whicb, Ifing 
Midway, doth the stream drtnn ; 
Back tib.y Nile of yiefcory turning 
From its onward course to Spain. 
Hither, then, I went with orders 
To examine, and to see 
What the form and disposition 
Of the place to-day might be ; 
How, with less expense and danger. 
You might undertake its siege. 
May heayen grant its restoration 
Quickly unto you, my liege ! 
Though it be delayed a little 
By a threatened new disgraoe ; 
For this doubtful undertaking 
To another must giye place, 
Far more pressing ana important, 
Since the thousand swords and spears 
That for Ceuta you haye marshau'd 
Must be drawn around Tangiers 
For that threatened city weepeth 
Equal suffering, equal woe, 
Equal ruin, equal trouble — 
This, my gracious lord, I know. 
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Eor one morning on the ocean, 

When the half-awaken'd sun, 

Trampling down the lingering shadows 

Of the western vapours dun, 

Spread his ruby-tinted tresses 

Over jessamine and rose, 

Dried with cloths of gold, Ailrora's 

Tears of mingled fire and snows, 

Which to pearls his glance converted. 

It was then that, in the light 

Of the horizon, a vast navy 

Eose upon my startled sifi^ht : 

First (I, m4? fair iU Jon 

Oft the wandering seaman mocks), 

I could not determine truly 

Whether they were ships or rocks ; 

Eor, as on the coloured canvass 

Subtle pencils softly blend 

Dark and bright, in such proportions 

That the dim perspectives end — 

Now, perhaps, like famous cities, 

Now, like caves or misty capes, 

For remoteness ever formetii 

Monstrous and imreal shapes. 

Thus, athwart the fields oi azure, 

Lights and shades alternate fly ; 

Clouds and waves in rich con&don. 

Intermingling sea and sky. 

Mock the si^ht with fair deceptions. 

So it was, w^ile I, alone, 

Saw their bulk and vast proportions. 

Though their form remained unknown. 

Pirst they seemed to us uplifting 

High in heaven their pointed towers. 

Clouds that to the sea descended, 

To conceive in sapphire showers 

What they would bring forth in crystal. 

And this fancy seemed more true, 
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As from their untold abimdanoe 
They, methought, could drink the blue 
Drop by drop. Again, sea-monsters, 
Seemed to us the wandering^ droves, 
Which, to form the train of Neptune, 
Issued from their green alcoves. 
For the sails, when lightly shaken, 
Fanned by zephyrs as by slaves, 
Seemed to us Jike outspread pinions. 
Fluttering o'er the darkened waves ; 
Then the mass, approaching nearer. 
Seemed a mighty Babvlon, 
With its hanging gardens pictured 
By the streamers floating down. 
But, although our certain .vision 
Undeceived, becoming true. 
Showed it was a great armada, 
For I saw the prows cut through 
Foam, that, sparkling in the sunshine, 
Like the fleece of snow-white flocks, 
Soiled itself in silver moimtains, 
Curdled into cryBtal rocks. r 

I, so great a foe/ beholding, 6 

Turned my prow with utmost speed. 
For a timelv flight doth often 
But to quicker victory lead — 
And from being more experienced 
In those seas, the entrance made, 
Of a little creek, where, hidden 
In the shelter and the shade, 
I could best resist the powerful 
Fury of a power so vast. 
Which sea, sky and earth o'ershadowed ; 
Without seeinff us, they passed : — 
I, desiring to mscover 
(Who would not desire to know ?) 
Whither did this sreat armada 
O'er the darkened ocean 
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Once again my anchor weighing, 
Sought the blue sea's level plain. 
And full knowledge, in this manner, 
Heaven permitted me to gain : — 
For I saw, of this armada 
But one ship remained behind, 
Which with difficulty struggled 
"With the warring wave and wind ; 
Since, as afterwards was told me, 
From a tempest which had blown 
Over all the fleet, it issued 
Bent, disabled, and o'erthrown ; 
And so fiill of water was she. 
That the men that worked thereat. 
Scarcely baled her out, and reeling 
'Now on this side, now on that. 
Seemed, with every fluctuation, 
On the point of going down, 
I approached, and though my Moorish 
Oarb and colours made them frown, 
Still my company consoled them, 
For companionship in woes 
Ever gives allevianon, 
Even though it be a foe's. 
The desire of life arising 
So provoked the hearts of some. 
That by ladders made of twisted 
Cords and cables, did they come 
To our ship, although a prison ; 
But the rest, resisting, cried, 
" Life is but to live with honour!"— 
Proof of Portuguese vain pride !— 
One of those who left the vessel 
Thus informed me in detail : 
Latelv, thus he said, from Lisbon 
Did the great armada sail 
For Tangiers : and its heroic 
Besolution seems to be, 



\ 
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I To besiege it with such valour, 

' That upon its towers you'll see 
The five shields,* you see at Geuta 
Every time the sun doth rise. 

. Edward, Portugal's great monarch, 

1 Whose renown of conquest flies 
As on wings of Boman eagles, 
Has sent tiiither to preside 
Over them his own two brothers, 
Fernando and Enrique, — pride 
Of this age, which early sees them 
Crowned with conquest : and each chief 
Is GHrand Master both of Avis 
d of Christ : in white relief 
n their breasts thev bear two crosses, 
ne of green, the other red ; 
burteen thousand is the number 
Of the paid troops, thither led — 
Without mentioning the many 
Volunteers, that with them serve, 
At their own expense ; a thousand 
Are the steeds — ^whose fire and nerve, 
Mixed with Spanish mettle, clothe them 
With the tiger's glossy skin 
And the swifb foot of the panther : — 
Now perhaps they enter in 
Tangiers' waters, — at this moment, 
If its shore they have not made, 
They at least cleave through its waters : 
Let us hasten to its aid : 
You yourself, your arms assuming, 
Mahomet's dread scourges bear — 
And the brightest leaf it carries. 
From death's mystic volume, tear : — 
That this day may be accomplished 
That brave prophecy of yore— 

* The ftrms of PortngaL 
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Of the Moors, wbicli says, 'tis destined 

That upon the sandj shore 

Of our AMca, the glory 

Of the crown of Portugal 

There its hapless srave must meet with. 

And these proud mvaders shall 

See thee, as thy curved sword waveth 

O'er each prostrate foeman's head, 

Turn the fields, both green and azure. 

With their gushing hearts — ^blood red. 

Silence ! do not speak the rest, 

Eor my heart such wrath is feeling, 

That each word is like the stealing 

Of strong poison through my breast : 

Graves amid the deserts yonder 

I will ope, by sure disasters. 

For the Infantes, those Gfrand Masters 

"Who have hither dared to wander : — 

'You, Muley, along the coast 

With a troop of horse depart. 

And by every means that art 

Can devise, engage the host 

In such skirmishes of skill 

That they cannot make the land 

Until I can be at hand : — 

And in doing so, you will 

Show the blood that fills your veins. 

I shall follow with all speed, 

And the gallant rear-guard lead 

Of the troops that fill these plains : 

Thus, to-day, my many cares 

And quarrels shall in one combine, , 

Eor great Ceuta shall be mine 

And Tangiers shall not be theirs. 
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MULET. 

Though I must depart, yet I, 
Lady, first would let thee hear, 
Since my death approacheth near, 
The malady with which I die. 
And although my jealous fear 
Disrespectful seem to thee, 
\\ Since my disease is jealousy. 
Courtesy must disappear. 
VVVhat picture— (ah ! fair enemy !) 
Is this thy beauteous fingers bear ? 
What is his happy name ? — declare, 
This favoured being, who is he ? 
But no ; let not thy tongue eclipse 
The pain thy touch hath made me bear ; 
Since in thy hand I see him there. 
Thou needst not name him with thy lips ! 

Although, Mul6y, thou hast from me 
Leave to love and to attend me. 
Thou hast not any to offend me. 

MULEY. 

'Tis true, fidr Phenix, yes, I see 
That this is not the mode or style 
Of speaking to thee ; but the skies 
Know, when jealous thoughts arise 
Eespect is overborne a while. 
With utmost caution — secret pride — 
I've hid the passion that I feel ; 
But, though my love I could conceal. 
My jealousy I cannot hide — 
In toith I cannot. 

PHEKIX. 

Though thy crime 
Deserves not to be satisfied, 

c 
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Still, will I, through wounded pride, 
Satisfy thee this one time. 
Friends their friendship ne'er should lose, 
Wlien a word might keep it still. 

MULET. 

And wilt thou speak that word ? 

PHEiax. 

IwiU. 

MTTLET. 

God grant thee ever happy news ! 

PHENEt. 

This picture has to me been sent 

MULBT. 

By whom ? 

PHEKEC. 

His Highness the In&nte 
Of Morocco, Tarudante. 

MFLEY. 

And why ? 

PHEKIX. 

It seems with this intent, — 
My father, being ignorant 
Of my feelings .... 

MFLET. 

Well?— 

PHENIX. 

Pretends 
That their realms 

MFLBT. 

Is this the amends. 
The satisfaction, thou dost grant ? — 
G-od grant thee evil news instead ! — 
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PHBHTX. 

Why for a fault must I atone 
That was my father's act alone ? 

MULET. 

For taking, though he left thee dead, 
This picture as a willing bride ? * 

PHENIX. 

Could I prevent it ? 

MULEY. 

Yes, 'tis plain. 

PHBNIX. 

How? 

MULET. 

Some excuse thou well couldst feign. 

PHENDC. 

What could I do ? 

MULET. > 

Thou couldst have died, 
As I would gladly do for thee. 

PHEimc. 
'Twas force prevailed. 

mitlet. 

A mere pretence — 
'Twas fickleness. 

PHBNIX. 

'Twas violence. 

MULEY. 

Nor violence. 

o2 



20 ^ THl COKSTAITT PRDTOl. 

PHEKTX. 

What could it be ? 

MULET. 

Absence has been my hope's dark tomb ; 
And since I cannot De secure, 
Nor fix thy changing fancy sure, 
I must return and meet mj doom. 
Thou wilt return, fair Phenix, too, 
Once more to grieve me to the heart. 

PHEirtX. 

We now must separate : depart. . , . 

MrLET. 

My soul first separates in two. 

PHEISIX. 

Thou to Tangiers, and I shall wait 
In Fez — to hear thee make an end 
Of thy complaints. 

MULET. 

And I'll attend. 
If I am spared till then by fate. 

PHEim. 

Adieu ! for it is heaven's decree 
We taste this bitter parting's woe. 

MTJLET. 

But listen — ^wilt thou let me go. 
Nor give that portrait up to me ? 

PHEliriX. 

'Twere thine but for the king's request. 

MULET. 

Release it — justice doth demand 
That I should pluck from out thy hand 
Him who has plucked me from thy breast. 

Mceunt. 
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SCENE II. — THE SEA-COAST ITEAB TANGIEES. 

Amid the sound oftrwnvpeU and the noise ofdis^ 
embarking, enter don feenando, don eneiqxje, 
DON JUAN couTiNO, and Soldiers stuscessively 
from their ships. 

FEBNANDO. 

I must be first, fair Africa, to tread 

Upon the sandy margin of thy shore ; 

That as thou feelest on thy prostrate head 

The weight of my proud footsteps trampling o'er, 

\Thou may'st perceive to wh(yn thy sway is given. 

ENBIQUE. 

I am the second whom the swift waves bore 
To tread this Africa ! 

S£ stumbles and falls. 
Preserve me. Heaven ! 
Even here my evil auguries pursue. 

FEBNANDO. 

Let not, Enrique, thy stout heart be riven 
Bv fJEincied omens, as weak women do ; 
This fall should waken hopes and not alarms. 
The land a fitting welcome gives to you, 
For, as its lord, it takes you to its arms. 

ENBIQUE. 

The sight of us the Moorish herd appals, 
And they have fled, deserting fields and fSarms. 

JUAN. 

Tangiers has closed the gates around its walls. 

FEBNANDO. 

They all have fled for safer shelter there. 
On you, Don Juan, Count Miralva, fidls 
The duty of examining with care 
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All the approaches of the land, before 

The sultry sun, o'ercoming with its glare 

The temperate dawn, oppress and wound us more. 

Salute the city ; call on it to yield ; 

Say 'tis in vain to squander human gore 

In its defence ; for though each conquered field 

Kan red with blood, and burning blew the wind, 

And 'ncath our tread the tottering ramparts reeled, 

^^Ve still would take it. 

JUAK. 

You will quickly find 
I'll reach its gates, although, volcano-like, 
With thickest clouds it stnkes the bright sun blind, 
And lightnings flash and bolts around me strike ! 

JEkit. 
Enter bbito. 

BBITO. 

Thanks be to Ood ! that April and sweet May 

Once more I walk on, and that, as I like, 

AVithout unpleasant reelings and dismay 

I go about upon the solid ground. 

Not as just now at sea, when, yea or nay, 

Within a wooden monster's caverns bound, 

Though light of foot I could not get away 

Even when in greatest fear of being drown'd. 

So little weary of the world am I, 

O dry land, mine ! obtain for me, I pray. 

That I may never in the water die, 

Nor even on land till near to the last day. 

ENBiQTJE (to Fernando), 
Why dost thou listen to this fool ? 

PBBNAITDO. 

And why, 
Against all reason, dost thou persevere 
In vague forebodings and unreal grief ! 
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^ BNEIQUE. 

r My soul is full of some mysterious fear ; — 
' That Fate frowns darkly is my fixed belief; 
; j For since I saw fair Lisbon disappear, 
i Its well-known heights fast fading one by one — 
Of all the thoughts that haunt me Death is chief! 
Scarcely had we our enterprise begun, 
Scarce had our ships commenced their onward chase, 
When, in a paroxysm, the great sun. 
Shrouded in clou^, concealed his golden £a>ce. 
And angry waves in foaming madness wreck'd 
Some of our fleet. Where'er I look I trace 
The same disaster ; — O'er the sea project 
A thousand shadows ; — If I view the sky, 
Its azure veil with bloody drops seems fleck'd ; — 
If to the once glad air I turn mine eye, 
Dark birds of night their mournful plumage wave; — 
If on the earth, my fall doth prophesy 
And represent my miserable grave. 

rEBNAKDO. 

Let me decipher with affectionate care, 
And so your breast from dark forebodings save. 
These fancied omens from earth, sea, and air : 
\ \ 'Tis true we lost one ship amid the main ; 
That is to say, that we had troops to spare 
From the great conquest we have come to gain. 
The purple light that stains the radiant sky 
Foretels a day of jubilee, not pain. 
The monstrous shapes that round us float or fly, 
Flew here, and floated ere we came ; and thus 
If they reveal a fatal augury. 
It is to those who live here, not to ns. 
These idle fmcies and unfounded fears 
Came irom the Moors, so darkly credulous, 
Not from the enlightened minds of Christian seers. 
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Those who believe in them may feel alarms, 

Not those who shut them from their doubting ears. 

■ ; We two are Christians ; we have taken arms, 
' Not through vainglory, nor the common prize 
With which youngFame the soldier's bosom charms ; 
Nor that, perchance, in deathless books, men's eyes 
Hereafber^read of this great Tictoiy. 

j The faith of Q-od we come to aggrandise ; 

j Whether it be our fate to live or die. 
Be His alone the glory and the praise. 
'Tis true, we should not God's dread vengeance try 
Too rashly ; but his anger knoweth ways 
To curb the proud, and make the haughty bend. 

I JYou are a Christian ; act a Christian's part : 

/ /We come to serve our God, and not ofiend. 

; I But who is this ? — 

Unter don juak. 

jUAir. 

My lord, obeying 
Tour commands, I sought the walls ; 
And when crossing o'er the mountain. 
Where the sloping verdure falls, 
I beheld a troop of horsemen 
Eiding by the road to Fez — 
Eiding with such wondrous fleetness 
That the startled gazer says, 
Are they birds, or are they horses ? 
Do they fly, or do they bound ? 
For the air doth not sustain them. 
And they scarcely touch the ground. 
Even the earth and air were doubtful 
If they flew, or if they ran. 

Let us hasten to receive them, 



I 

I 
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Placing foremost in the van 
Those who bear the arquebusses ; 
Let the horsemen next advance, 
"With the customary splendour 
Of the harness and the lance. 
On, Enrique ! fortune offers 
Now a noole opening fight. 
Courage! 

EITBIQIIE. 

Am I not thy brother ? 
Nothing can my soul affi^ght. 
Nor the accidents of fortune, 
Nor the countenance of death ! 

JSxeunt, 

BBiTO, alone. 

I must somehow act the soldier. 

And keep guard upon — my breath ! 

What a very noble skirmish ! 

How they spill their blood and brains ! 

It is best, from under cover 

To survey this " Qtune of Canes !" — 

Exit, 



26 THE CONSTAITT PSIITCB. 



SCENE III. — A charge is soimded: enter don 
JUAN tmd DON TSi'S'SLK^U'Ety fighting mth the Moors. 

ENEIQUE. 

After them ! The Moors already, 
Vanquished, from the fight have flown ! — 

JUAN. 

Spoils of mingled men and horses 
Over all the fields are strown. 

ENBIQUE. 

Where has wandered Don Eemando, 
That he cannot be descried ? — 

JUAN. 

Doubtless his impatient valour 
Leads him onward far and wide. 

ENBIQUE. 

Let us seek him out, Coutino, 

JUAN. 

I am ever at thy side. 

JSxeunt, 

Enter don peenando vnth the sword of mulet, 
and MULEY with his shield alone. 

EERNANDO. 

Li this desolate campagna, 
"Where, devoid of sense or breath, 
Lie so many dead, or rather 
In this theatre of death, 
You alone, of all vour people, 
You alone, brave ISIoor, have stood : 
All have fled, and even your war-horse, 
After shedding seas of blood, 
'Mid the dust and foam encircled. 
Which it raised, and which it laid, 
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[ Leaves you here to be a trophy, 
I By my valorous right-hand made, 

*Mid your late companions' horses, 

Loosely flying o'er the ground. 

I am prouder of this conquest, 

Which to me doth more redound, 

Than to see this broad campagna. 

As with bright carnations crowned ; 

For so great has been the flowing 

Of red blood on all around. 

That my eyes, through deepest pity, 

At beholding naught but dead — 

Naught but ever new misfortunes — 

Naught but ruins round me spread,-^ 

O'er the desert plain went seeking 

One green spot amid the red. 

Li effect, my arm subduing 

Your courageous strength to mine, 

'Mid the horses loosely flying, 

One I seized, who was, in fine, 

Such a prodigy, a wonder. 

That, although he had for sire 

Even the wind, his proud ambition 

Claimed adoption of the fire ; 

Falsely thus, by both denying 

His own hue, which being white. 

Said the water, " 'Tis the offspring 

Of my sphere so silver white. 

I alone could thus have moulded 

Such a form of curdled snow !" 

Like the wind he went in fleetness, 

Lifi;htning-like flashed to and iro ; 

Like the swan his dazzling whiteness^ 

Speckled like the snake with blood, 

Proud of his unrivall'd beauty. 

Fearless in his haughtier mood ; 

Full of spirit in his neighing ; 

In his fetlocks firm and strong. 
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In the saddle, on his haunches, 
You and I thus borne along — 
On a sea of blood we entered, 
Through whose cruel waves we steered, 
Like an animated vessel, 
Por his head a prow appeared, 
Breaking through the pearl-hued water. 
And his mane and tail did float, 
Blood and foam besprinkled over, 
So that once again a boat, 
"Wounded by four spurs, he bounded. 
As if heaven's four winds impelled ; 
He at length fell down exhausted 
By the Atlas he upheld ; — 
For so great are some misfortunes. 
That even brutes themselves must feel. 
Or it may be, that some instinct 
Through his softened soul did steal. 
Saying, " Sad Arabia journeys. 
And with joy departeth Spain ; 
Can I then betray my country. 
Swelling the proud conqueror's train ? 
No, I do not wish to wander 
One step farther from this spot." 
And since thou thyself art coming 
In such sorrow, though 'tis not 
By the mouth or eyes acknowledged. 
Still the smothered fire appears, 
Of the bosom's hid volcanos. 
By those flowing tender tears ; 
Aiid the burning sighs thou heavest, 
Wonderingly my valour views, 
When I turn me round, how fortune 
"With one single blow subdues 
/ "Valour such as thine. Another 
Cause, methinks, must sadden thee ; 
Since it is not just nor proper, 
Even though for liberty,* 



/ 
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That the man should weep so fondly, 

Who so heavily can wound ; 

And, as in communicating 

Evils, there is ever found 

Something soothing to the feelings. 

While we to my people go, 

If I merit such a favour, 

My desire is now to know, — 

And with reason it entreats it, 
. Grently and with courtesy, — 
i \ What doth grieve thee ? since 'tis certain 
\ ^ 'Tis not thy captivity. 
( I Sorrow, when communicated. 

Is appeased, if not subdued, — 

And since I have been the occasion 

Partly of what hath ensued 

From the accident of fortune, 

I would wish to be likewise 

Prompt in bringing consolation 

To the cause of all thy sighs. 

If the cause itself consenteth. ^; 




MULET. 

Thou art truly valiant, Spj 
Victor both in act and word, 
I] With the tongue as skilled to conquer, 
JAs to conquer with the sword ; 
For my life was thine, when lately 
With the sword my race among. 
You subdued me, but this moment, 
Since you take me with the tongue. 
Even my soul is thine ; with reason 
Must my Hfe and soul confess 
They are thine, and thou their master. 
For your arms and your address. 
Cruel now, and now too clement, 
; Twice my soid have captive made. 
Moved with pity to behold me. 
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Spaniard, you the cause have prayed 

Of the burning sighs I'm breathing. 

And although I own that woe, 

When repeated, is accustomed 

To grow lighter, still I know 

That the person who repeats it 

Wisheth that it should be so ; 

But my woe is such a master 

Of my pleasures, that to keep 

Them from any diminution. 

Though itself De wide and deep. 

It would rather not repeat it ; 

But 'tis needful I obey ; 

Grateful for the care youVe shown me. 

I am called the.Cheik Mul6y, 

And the King of Fez's nephew. 

Of an illustrious race and nigh. 

Boasting many a Bey and Pasha. 

But misfortune's son am I ; 

Being on life's early threshold 

Folded in the arms of death, 

On that plain, where many Spaniards 

Found their graves, I first drew breath ; 

Hopeless boon to me that breathing ! 

For at Q-elves, which you know, 

I was bom the year that witnessed 

There, thy nation's overthrow. 

To attend the King my uncle. 

Came I young, — but since increase 

Day by day my pains and sorrows, 

Cease enjoyments, wholly cease ! 

I to Fez came, and a beauty, 

Whom since then my wondering eye 

Worshipped, in the nouse adjoining 

Lived, that I might, near her, die. 

From the early years of childhood, 

(For this love of mine became 

Soon so constant, Time was powerless 
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To consume or quench its flame,) 

"We grew up beside each other. 

Love within our chHdish hearts 

Was not like the rapid Hghtning, 

Which with greater fury darts 

On the tender, weak, and humble. 

Than upon the proud and strong ; 

So that he to show the varied 

Powers that to love belong 

Struck our hearts with different arrows ; 

But as water in its course 

Dropping down on stone, doth mark it, 

Not indeed through its own force. 

No, but by continual faUing, 

So those tears of mine, for aye 

On her heart* s-stone downward dropping. 

Finally did work their way 

To it, though than diamond harder. 

And by dint of constant love. 

And through no excelling merits, 

Finally did make it move. 

In this state I lived a season. 

Oh ! how swift has been its flight ! 

Tasting, in their sweet aurora. 

Many an amorous delight — 

In an evil hour I left her, ' 

Left her ! more I need not say. 

Since in my absence came another 

Lover, all my peace to slay ; 

He is happy, 1 am wretched. 

He is present, I away. 

I a captive, he a freeman. 

Ah ! our fates how different. 

Since your arm hath made me captive. 

See how justly I lament. 

EEBKAin)0. 

Valiant-hearted Moor and gallant, 
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If thou adorest in this way, 

If, as thou speakest, thou dost worship 

If thou dost love as thou dost say ; 

If thou art jealous as thou sighest, 

If thou dost fear with true c&may. 

If thou dost love as thou dost suffer, 

Thou sufferest in the happiest way. 

And the acceptance of thy freedom 

Is all the ransom thou must pay, 

Beturn at once unto thy people. 

And this unto thy lady say, 

" That thou dost take me as thy servant, 

A knight of Portugal doth pray ;'* 

If she pretends her obligation 

For this, to me, some price must pay, 

I give to thee whatever is owing. 

So let her love the debt repay. 

And thine be all the arrears of interest. 

And see thy horse, which lately lay 

Exhausted on the ground, hath risen 

Refreshed and rested by our stay ; 

And since I know love's longing nature,- 

How ill the absent brook delay, 

I wish no longer to detain thee. 

Mount on thy steed and go away. 

MTTLET. 

My voice to thee, doth answer nothing ; 
The flattery of a liberal heart 
Is the acceptance of its offer : 
Only tell me who thou art ? 

FBENANDO. 

A man of noble birth, no further. 

MULET. 

Whoe'er thou art, thy conduct gave 
This answer : I, through good and evil, 
Am eternally thy slave. 
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FB^AITDO. 

Take the horse ; it groweth late. 

HULEY. 

If it appeareth so to thee, 

How more to him who came a captive, 

And to his lady goeth &e^ ? 

EEBITAirDO. 

'Tis generous to bestow a favour, 
How much more, life ? 

MiTLET, mthin. 

Brave Portuguese. 

^Tis from the horse's back he speaketh ; 
What is it now that thou dost please P 

ICTTLET, within. 

To pay thee for so manv favours. 
Some day the duty shall be mine. 

FXSNANDO. 

May thou enjoy them ! 

HULET, within, 

A good action 
Is never wholly lost ; in fine, 
Allah be thy protection, Spaniard ! 

FXBKAKDO. 

If Gh)d be Allah, be he thine! 

Trumpets reaotmdfrom within. 

But what trumpet's this, whose sound 
Thus disturbs the air, and echoeth o'er the 
ground? 

Brums from the opposite side. 
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And in tUs direction too 

Drums are heard, the music of the two 

Is that of Mars. 

JEnt&r -DOS ekbique. 

XintlQUE. 

A» swift as thought, 
Haye I, Fernando, for thy presence sought. 

Brother, what hath happened ? 

EmaiQTTX. 

These loud echoes 
I Bise from thetroopsof Eez,and firomMorocco's, 
j For Tarudante hither flies 
I With succour to the king of Fez, who comes 
likewise, 
Swollen with pride with all his troops around, 
So that two mighty armies ours sxuround, 
And their circling lines extend so far, 
That we invaders and inyaded are ; 
If upon one we turn our backs, 
Badly we'll bear the other's fierce attacks, 
For here and there around our leagured line 
The dazzling lightnings of red Mars outshine : 
What shall we do in such disastrous p%ht P 

l^SNAimO. 

What? Why in the fight, 

With fearless minds, we'll die as braye men 

should. 
Are we not Masters ? — Princes of the blood ? 
Although it were enough that we had been 
Two Portugese, that never could be seen 
Upon our laces any mark of fear : 
Let Avis, then, ana Christ our Saviour dear. 
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; Be our resounding battle-cry, 
I Let us for the £Eiith now die, 
Since our death was here foreseen. 

Unter don juan. 

JIJAN. 

Our landing here has most unlucky been. 

I'I!B3!irijn>0. 

This is no time to think of means gone by, 
Upon our swords alone for help let us rely. 
Since we betwixt two armies' loud alarms 
Are placed — Avis an d Christ ! — 

JTAU". 

To arms ! to arms ! 
They enter tmth drawn swords. Sounds of a 
battle are heard. 

JEnter bbito. 

Since betwixt two armies we 

Are placed, there is no human remedy. 

"What a scurvy speech is this ! 

Would that the key that locks the realms of 

bliss 
In yonder sky, would open but a chink. 
Through which securely a poor wretch might 

slink 
Who hath wandered to this spot, 
Nor knoweth wherefore or for what ; 
But I will pretend to die, 
\IIoping, hereafter, death will pass me by. 
\ He lies down on the ground. 

Enter a Moor fighting with don BimiQUX. 

KOOB. 

Who is it that thus his breast defendeth 
Against my arm, which like a bolt descendeth 
From the fourth sphere of the skies ? 

D 2 
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ENBIQTTB. 

One who, though he stumbleSy Mia, and dies 
TJpon his feUow Christian's corses,— 
Dreads no liying foeman's forces, — 
For who I am, let this be said. 

They walk over bbito and exeunt, 

^ter MULEY and don jxtait coutino in cor^fUet. 

MIJLET. 

Valiant Portuguese, to see 
Thy strength so great doth grieye not me, 
Eor I woidd wish that thou shouldst gain 
The victory to-day. 

Oh ! bitter pain, 
Without consideration do I tread 
TJpon these corses of the Christian dead ! — 

BBITO, aside. 

I would let him pardoned be, 

If my lord would lightHer tread on me. 

Muley and Jttan exeunt. 

Enter don teenando reti/ring lefore the king a«J 

the Moore. ^^ Tj^.' 

KINO. 

Yield thy sword, brave Portuguese, 
If my hand alive can seize 
And keep you captive, I do vow 
To be thy friend : say, who art thou ? 

FEBNANDO. 

A cavalier : no more reply 
Expect to hear : now let me die I — 
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Unter DOK JUAN and places himself hf his side, 

JUAN. 

Eirst, great lord, my breast "^ill be 
A diamond wall to shelter thee, 
Placed before thee in the strife 
I still will guard thy princely life. 
Now, my Fernando, by thy deeds declare 
The race of which thou art the heir. 

If this I hear, what more do I expect ? 
Suspend your arms ! — no happier effect 
From this day's glory any more can be, 
This prize is victory enough for me : — 
If you must die, or else a captive be. 
Accept the sentence given by fate's decree : 

^Thy sword, Fernando, — give it up to me, 

\The King of Fez. 

JEnter mulet. 

KULEY, aside. 

Ah ! who is this I see ? — 

FEBNAITDO. 

Only unto a king's hand would I loose it : 
Indeed, 'twere desperation to refuse it. 

Enter noN EimiQUE. 

ElTEtlQTTE. 

Is my brother taken ? — 

EEBKAITDO. 

Do not thou, 
Enrique, add to my misfortune now 
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By your lamenting. Fate high lessons grants, 
Even in the common accidents of chance. 

Enrique, in my power 

Lies Don Eemando, and although this hour, 

Showing the vantage I have won 

I could command your deaths; yet, as I've 

done 
Naught to day, but in my own defence, 
I can the easier with your blood dispense, 
Since to me survives 
A wider fame, by sparing of your Uyes ; 
And that ^ou [to Mrmque] may bring 
With greater speed his ransom firom the king^ 
Do you return : but in my power 
Eemando stays, until doth shine the hour 
That you return to set him free : — 
\ But say to Edward, that will never be, 
I That vain are all entreaties and demands, 
I Till Ceuta is surrendered to my hands ; — 
! And now, your Highness, my illustrious foe, 
I To whom that greatness I shall owe, 
I [ Come to Fez with me. 

FEBSTAKDO. 

I go 
To that sphere, whose rays I foUow here 
below. 

miLET, aside, 

'Must I ever mourn, 

By friendship's ties, and love's suspicions torn! 

ESBNANDO. 

Enrique, though a prisoner here, 

Nor &te, nor fortune's malice do I fear : 
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Sar to our brother, be thou of strong heart, 
And firmly act a Christian prince's part 
Inmynri^ortunes. ^ 

Wlio is 80 iinjusty 
That would liis magnaniinitj distmst P 

FEBNAinDO. 

This again I change yon, and I say, 
Let hmi act the Christian. 

EITBIQIJE. 

I obey, 
And TOW fiill early to return as such. 

FEBNABTDO. 

Let me embrace thee. 

EITBIQTJE. 

Is it not too much 
That thou a captiye still new bonds dost take? 

JPoldi him in his arfns* 

TBBNAITDO. 

Adieu, Don Juan. 

JTTAK. 

/ ^ I will not forsake 

/My gracious prince, so driye me not away ! 

O loyal friend! 

IFBIQTJS. 

O most unhappy day ! 
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TEBNAKDO. 



Say to the king but no, 'tis better say 

Nothing; in silence, wbicb my grief doth 

smother, 
Bear thou these tears unto the king, my 

brother. 

Unier two Moors, who see bbito Ipnff as dead, 

EIBST MOOB. 

Here is a Christiaa lying dead. 

SEOOin) MOOB. 

Let us, lest a plague should spread, 
Throw these corses in the sea. 

BBITO, starting up, 

First your sculls must opened be 
By such cuts and thrusts as these ; 
For, even dead, we still are Portuguese. 

Uait, pursuing them with his sword. 



ESJ} or THS EIBST ACT. 
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ACT n. 
SCENE I. — ^A KOxnrrAinr distbiot keab pbz. 

Enter phenix. 

PHEircx. 

Estrella! Zara! Eosa! no, 
No one answers to my calling ! 

KTJLEY, entering. 

One attends thee, like the falling 
Shadow which the sun doth throw 
Off its radiant disk. For thou 
Dost a sun to me appear — 
Who am the shadow that it hath. 
As I roamed this mountain path, 
Thv sweet voice re-echoed near. 
What hath happened lady ? 

FHXKIX. 

Hear, 
If I can its nature state : 
Flattering, free, imgratefol, glides 
Sweet and smooth, with peaceful tides, 
A crystal fountain, all elate 
With waves of molten silver plate. 
Flattering, for it proferreth 
Speech enou^, yet doth not feel ; 
Smooth, for it can well conceal ; 
Free, for loud it uttereth ; 
Sweet, because it mucmureth ; 
And ungrateful, for it flies ! 
To that fountain's shady place. 
Wearied with a wild beast's chase, 
Came I with a glad surprise. 
For its fresh green canopies 



'« 
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Promised rest and relaxation ; 
Being upon one side bound 
By a gentle hillock, crowned 
with (as if for jubilation) 
Wreaths of jasmine and carnation, 
Which a shade of crimson light 
Flung upon my emerald bed. 
Scarcely had I render/d ^ 

Up my soul to the delight 
Of sohtude, when, 'mid the bright 
Leaves, did me a sound alarm ; 
I attentive looked, a^d saw 
] An ancient dame of Africa — 
; A spirit in a human form, 
Marked with all that can deform — 
Wrinkles, scowling, haggard, dark — 
A living skeleton, a shade ; 
But as if with features made 
Of a tree's trunk, rude and stark. 
Wrapt in rough, impolished bark ; 
With mingled melancholy and 
Sadness — doleful passions these. 
That my heart's blood she might freeze 
She did take me by the hand, 
I, to be like her, <ud stand 
Tree-like, rooted to the ground ; 
Ice ran freezing through each vein 
At her touch, and through my brain 
Venomed horror flew its round. 
She, with scarce articulate sound, 
Thus appeared to speak to me— 
^' Hapless woman ! fated woe! 
Since, with all thy beauteous show, 
: All the graces crowning thee, 
' Thou a corse's prize must be !" 
' Thus she said, and thus I live 
Sadly since, or rather die, 
Waiting till the prophecy 
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Whicli that tree-like fugitive 

Did with doubtful meaning giye— 

Which that prophet, through the force 

Of fate fulfilled without remorse-— 

Is fulfilled by destiny. 

Woe is me ! for I must be 

.The worthless. guerdon of a corse I 



JaJsit, 



HTILEY. 



It is easy to explain 

This illusion, or this dream, 

Since, indeed, it doth but seem 

An image of my bosom's pain : 

Tarudante is to gain 

Thee ; but though my heart doth burst 

At the thought, my wrath and hate 

Shall compel his joy to wait. 
I Never shall occur the worst, 
; Until he shall slay me first ! 
I I may lose thee, that may be, 
1 But I cannot lose and Hve : 
' Since my life I then must give, 

Ere I come that hour to see, 

The life that must abandon me 

Is the price that buyeth thee ; 

Thou wilt then too surely be 

The guerdon of a corse-^for I 

Shall be seen to pine and die 

Through envy, love, and jealousy. 

\Enier three Chriitian captives with the Infante 

BOlf ESBKAITDO. 

hbst oaptiyb. 
From the royal gardens near. 
Where we work, we saw your Grace 
Lately going to the chase. 
And together we come here, 
At your feet, in tears, to throw us. 
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SECOKD OAPTIYE. 

'Tis the only consolation 
Heaven doth grant our situation. 

THIBD CAPTIVB. 

It, in this, doth pity show us. 

Friends, come, let my arms enfold you ; 
And, Gk)d knows, iff, with these, 
Gould your necks a moment ease 
Of the knots and bonds that hold you, 
They would give you liberly. 
Even before myself. But heaven ) 
May this puniBhrnent have given ' 
As a favour, it may be. 
As a blessing, if we knew it. 
Fate may better grow ere long ; 
No misfortune is so strong 
But that patience may subdue it. 
Bear with that whatever sorrow 
Time or fortune makes you see ; 
For that fickle deity, 
Now a flower, a corse to-morrow, 
Ever changing o'er and o'er — 
Yours may alter in a trice ; 
/But, O Grod ! to give advice 
I To the needy, and no more, 
lis not wisdom. I would give 
'Gladly aught that would relieve you, 
But, alas, I've naught to give you ; 
Tou the want, my friends, forgive. 
' I, from Portugal, expect 
i Succour — it will quickly come ; 
Tours will be whatever sum 
May be sent for that effect 



I desire it but for ye, 

If they come to lead away 

Me from slavery, I say 

That you all must come with me : — 
• Go, in God's name, to your tasks, 
; No offence, your masters giving. 

EIBST CAPTIVE. 

Lord, to know that thou art Hving, 
Is the only joy that asks 
Our enslavement. 

SECOin) CAPTIVE. 

May the years 
Of the Phenii be but few 
To those granted unto you, 
Gracious lord, to live. 
The captives go out. 

FEBNAKDO. 

With tears 
Must the soul refuse relief. 
Which their wretched state demands. 
Bearing nothing from my hands ; 
Who will succour them r What grief! 



KULEY. 



I have stood with admiration, 
Seeing the humane affection 

I With which you the deep dejection 

\ Of these captives' situation 

\ Have relieved. 

TEBNAITDO. 

My grief was shown 
Trulv for the hapless state 
Of these captives. By their fate 
I may learn to bear my own ; 
It may be, perhaps, that some 
Day the lesson I may need. 
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' MXTLBT. 

Says your Higlmess this indeed ? 

Bom an Infante, I have come 
To be a slave ; and thus, I fear. 
That from this, I yet may know 
Even a lower depth of woe ; 
Por the distance is less near 
From an In&nte, a king's brother, 
And a captive, than can be 
'Twixt degrees of slaveiy. 
One day lolloweth another. 
And thus sorrow follows sorrow, 
Pains with pains thus intertwine. 

MTTLBT. 

Would no heavier pain were mine ! 
You, your Highness, may to-morrow 
(Though to-day you here remain 
• In a brief captivity). 

Your dear native country see ; 
' But for me all hope is vain, 
Fortune never ■vsdll be seen 
To grow kinder unto me, 
Though the moon less fickle be. 

FEBKAKDO. 

At the court of Fez I've been 
Now some time, yet you have not, 
, Of the love you once confest. 
Told me aught. 

mulby. 

Within my breast 
Lie the favours I have got ; 



A 
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Those I've sworn to conceal : 
But to friendship's laws I bow, 
Without breaking of my vow, 
I a little may reveal : — 
I Without equal is her scorn, 
ISo the grief my heart doth prove, 
uPor the Phenix and my love 
Were without their fellow born. 
In seeing, hearing, and concealing 
A Phenix, is my every thought ; 
A Phenix every love-distraught 
Apprehension, fear, and feelmg ; 
It IS a Phenix that doth ope 
The source of every pain and tear. 
To feel I merit her yet fear, 
A Phenix also is my hope. 
The passion that I late revealed 
Is now the Phenix I discover ; 
Thus, as a Mend, and as a lover, 
I both have spoken and concealed. 



JExit* 



7EBirAin}0. 

With heart as skilful as discreet. 
He thus his lady's name makes plain. 
But if a Phenix be his pain, 
I with it cannot compete : — 
Mine is but a common pain, 
And calmly should be borne as such, 
Many have endured as much 
Without boasts or wailings vain. 

Enter the kuto. 

-KXSQt, 

By this mountain's brow, your Highness 
^i&ve I to overtake you ridden. 
That before the sun in coral 
And in pearly clouds is hidden, 
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Tou the struggles of a tiger 
In the meshes mi^ht admire, 
For a circle now is closing 
Bound it by the huntsmen. 

FSBNAITDO. 

Sire, 
Every moment art thou planning 
Means of pleasing me. If this 
Is the way thy slaves thou fittest. 
They will not their country miss. 

Captives of such rare endowments. 
That they to their owner pay 
Highest honour, is the reason 
They are treated in this way. 

Unter don jvajx, 

DON JITAK. 

Gome, my lord, unto the sea-shore. 
And behold the fairest creature 
That the hand of art e'er fashioned, 
Or the mystic power of nature. 
For, but now, a Christian galley 
To our port has come ; so fair. 
That although her darkened bulwarks 
Black and mournful colours wear, 
Still, the wonder is how sorrow, 
Thus, the eye, like gladness, charms. 
From her topmasts gaily flutter 
Portugal's emblazoned arms ; 
Since their InfiEmte is a captive. 
Thus they mourn his slavery — 
Thus express the people's sorrow, 
Though they come to set him free. 



M 
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FEBNAimO. 

No, my firiend, Don Juan, no ; 
This is not their cause of mourning, 
If they came to set me free, 
On the faith of m.y returning, 
Joyful would their signals be. 

Enter noN eitbique dressed in mav/mvng, and 
holding cm open paper in his hand, 

EKBiQXJS (to the King), 
Let me, mighty lord, embrace thee ! 

May your Highness' years endure ; 

PEBNAimo (to Don Juam), 
Ah ! my death is sure, Don Juan. 

KING (to MuUy). 
Ah ! Mul^y, my joy is sure ! 

EITBIQUE. 

Now that of your royal welfare, 
I, your presence may believe ; 
Thou wut, to embrace my brother, 
Mighty monarch, give me leave. 
Ah ! Fernando I 

They embrace. 

rEBKAimiK 

My Enrique, 
Ah ! what garb is this ? — but stay, 
FuUy have your eyee informed mi, 
Nothing need your tongue now say ; 
Do not weep : if 'tis to teU me 
Ever must my slavery be— 
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This is what my soul desireth ; 
Thanks you should have asked from me, 
And in place of grief and mourning 
Worn a gala festal suit. 
How is my lord, the King ? If well, 
Nothing can I dread : — thou'rt mute ! 

EITBIQUE. 

Since our sorrows, when repeated. 
Doubly touch affliction's chord, 
I desire that you should feel them 
Only once. Attend, great lord. 

To the Kim, 

For, although a rustic palace 

This wild rugged mountain be, 

StiU, I ask you give me audience. 

To this captive Hberty, 

And attention to my ladings. 

Tom, and tempest-tossed, the fleet. 

Which, with empty pride, so lately 

Trod the waves oeneath its feet, 

Leaving here in Africa — 

Thine and his own thoughts the prey — 

The Infante's person taken, 

Back to Lisbon took its way. 

From the moment that King Edward 

Heard the tragic news he pined. 

For his heart was covered over 

With a sadness, and his mind 

Passing from the melancholy 

Which oppressed it first, gave way 

To a lethargy, and dying, 

Gtive the lie to those who say 

Human sorrows are not mortal — 

(Ah ! how vainly this is said !) 
! / For our brother, Don Fernando, 
j t For the King himself is dead I 

# 
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FBENiLKDO. 

"Woe is me ! how dear hath proved 
My detention ! 

This misfortune, 
Allah knows, my heart hath moved. 
Continue : — 

EBUIQITE. 

In his will when dying. 
Thus, my lord, the King did say : — 
That for the InflEuite's person 
Ceuta should he given straightway ; 
Thus it is, that with full powers 
From Alphonso I have run 
(He the rising star of morning 
That supplies the ahsent sun) 
Hither, to yield up that city; 
And since 

FEBKAITDO. 

Ah ! do not proceed ; 
Cease, Enrique, for such language 
Is unworthy, not indeed 
Of a Portuguese Infante, 
Of a knight that doth profess 
Christ's religion, but of even 
The most vile, whose barbarousness 
Never was illuminated 
By Christ's everlasting laws. 
If my brother, now in heaven. 
In his will did leave this clause. 
It was not that you should read it 
Strictly, but he meant thereby, 
That he so desired my freedom : 
All proper methods you should try, 
Whether peaceable or warlike, 

e2 
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To obtam my liberty ; 

For, to say, " Surrender, Ceuta," 

Is to say, to set him free 

Prodigies should be effected. 

Can it be ? Oh ! can it be, 

That a just and Catholic monarch 

Could surrender to a Moor 

A fair city which did cost him 

Even his own blood to secure ; 

"When, with sword and buckler only. 

On its ramparts he was first 

To unfarl our country's standard ? 

And even this is not the worst : 

But a city that confesses 

The true Catholic faith in Qt)d, 

Which has raised so many churches. 

Consecrated to his laud, 

With affection and devotion ; — 

Would it like a CathoUc be ? 

Were it zeal for our religion ? 

Were it Christian piety. 

Or a Portuguese achievement, 

That these sovereign temples, which 

Are the Atlases of Heaven, 

All their golden glories rich. 

Where the sun of grace is shining. 

Should give place to Moorish shades, 

And that their opposing crescents. 

Through the churches' long arcades. 

Thus should make these sad eclipses ? 

Is it right the sacred walls 

Of their chapels become stables, 

And their holy altars stalls P 

Or if this should not so happen. 

Turn to mosques ! My cheek grows pale ; 

Here my tongue grows mute with horror^ 

Here my frightened breath doth £Edl, 

Here the anguish overwhelms me ; 




THE COI^STAITT PBTNTOE. 53 

For the thought doth through me send 
Such a thrill, my heart is cloven, 
And my hair doth stand on end, 
And my body trembles over, 
For it was not the first time 
Stalls and stables gave a lodging 
Unto God. But oh ! the crime 

f becoming mosques ! It seemeth 

ite an epitaph — a wide 

ark of infemy undying- 
1 Saying, Here did God abide, 
'And the Christians now deny it. 
Giving it a gift instead 

f'o the demon ! Scarcely ever 
As is ordinarily said) 
Does a man offend another 
In his own house. Can it be. 
Crime should enter thus Gt)d's mansion, 
To offend him there ; and we — 
We ourselves become his escort — 
We admit his impious rout — 
And, to let the demon enter. 
Driving the Almighty out ? 
And the Catholics, there dwelling 
With their goods and families. 
Must prevaricate henceforward 
With the faith, or peril these. 
Were it proper to*occasion 
This contingency of sin 
By our conduct ? And the tender 
Little ones that dwell therein, — 
Were it right, these helpless Christians, 
From the Moors, through our neglect 
Should adopt their rites and customs. 
And grow up i )f their sect 
In a miserable i^o lom P 

Tin ^o < ^d cost 

being 



///r 
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Of no import if 'twere lost ? 
Who am I P Am I then greater 
Than a man P for if to be 
An Infante makes distinction, 
I'm a slave. Nobility 
Cannot be a slave's adornment. 
I am one ; then wrong is he 
Who doth call me an Infante. 
And, if so, who gives advice, 
That the poor life of a captive 
Should be bought at such a price ? 
Death is but the loss of being, — 
I lost mine amid the fight ; 
That being gone, my life departed, — 
Being dead, it is not right 
That so many lives should perish 
For the ransom of a corse ! 
So, these vain and idle powers. 
Thus I tear without remorse. 

■'• ! ; Tean the paper. 
Let them be the sunbeam's atoms, 
Or the sparkles of the fire, — 
No, 'tis best that I devour them, 
For my soul doth not desire 
That there should survive a letter 
Which would tell the world, the brave 
Lusitanian spirit ever 
Thought of this. I afti thy slave. 
And, O King, dispose and order 
Of my freedom as you please. 
For I would, nor could accept it 
On unworthy terms like these : 
Thou, Enrique, home returning, 
Say, in Africa I lie 
Buried, for my life I'll fashion 
. As if I did truly die : — 
Chnstians, dead is Don Fernando ; 
Moors, a. slave to you remains ; 



I 

I 



Captive&, you have a companion, 
Wno to-day doth share your pains : 

(Heaven, a man restores your churches 
Back to holy cahn and peace ; 
Sea, a wretch remains, with weeping 

All your billows to increase ; 

Mountains, on ye dwells a mourner 

Like the wild beasts soon to grow ; 

Wind, a poor man with his sighing 

Doubleth all that thou canst blow ; 

Earth, a corse within thy entraik 

Comes to-day to laj his bones. 

For King, Brother, Moors and Christians, 

Sun, and moon, and starry zones, 

Wind and sea, and earth and heaven, 

Wild beasts, hills — ^let this convince 

All of ye, in pains and sorrows, 

How to-day a constant Prince 

Loves the Catholic faith to honour. 

And the law of God to hold. 

If there were no other reason, 

But that Ceuta doth enfold 

A divine church consecrated 

To the eternal reverence 

Of the Conception of our Lady, 
^ Queen of heaven and earth's events, 
; I would lose, so she be honoured, 
; Myriad lives in her defence. 

KnfG. 

Thankless, thoughtless, both of us. 
And of the great pride and glory 
Of our kingdom ; Is it thus 
You deprive me, you deny me 
What my heart aesires so much ? 
But if in my realms you govern 
More tl in your own, can such 
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Servitude aught else conduct to ? 

But that I may now engrave 

On your mind, you are my captive, 

I wul treat you as my slave, — 

That your mends here, that your brother, 

To their eyes may give belief, 

"! jThat you kiss my feet as vassal. 

/ / Fernando kneels at the King^sfeet, 

i 

ENBIQITE. 

What misfortune ! — 

MiTLEY, oxide, 
'/ Oh! what grief! 

I 

ElOtlQUE. 

What calamity ! 

JiJAir. 

What anguish ! 

Euro. 
Now thou art my slave. 

'Tistrue, 
Small in this, though, is your vengeance, 
For as if all mankind do, 
Man one day doth leave earth's bosom, 
'Tis but to return to her 
At the end of various journeys ; 
But to thank you, I prefer 
To reproachings. Since you teach me. 
Even m this way, how best 
By the shortest road to reach to 
My eternal wished-for rest. 



M 
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Being now a slave, you cannot 

Titles hold, or rents possess ; 

Ceuta now is in thy power, 

If, as slave, thou dost confess 

^That as master I am thine, 

Why not, therefore, give me Ceuta ? 

FEBHAJTDO. 

Because *tis GK)d's, and is not mine. 

Is it not a well-known precept, 
That a slave in all things must 
Be obedient to his master P 
Be so now. 

TEVSAJSTDO, 

In all things just, 
Heaven, no doubt, commands obedience, 
And no slave should fail therein ; 
But, if it should chance, the master 
Should command the slave to sin, 
Then there is no obligation 
To obey him : he who sins 
When commanded, no less sinneth. 

\ Thou must die. 

i 

FSBKAiriK). 

Then life begins. 



/ / 



That this blessing may not happen. 
Bather dying live : thoult see 
I can be crueh 



Audi patient. 
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^ ' Thou'lt never gain thy liberty. 
' i Thou'lt never be the lord of Ceuta. 

KLSQ, 

Ho! there. 

JEnter selim. 

SELIM. 

My lord ? 

f Immediately 

/ Let this captive here be treated 
Like the others : let him be 
Laden neck and feet with fetters ; 
Let him tend my horses' stall, 
And the baths and gardens ; so that 
He be humbled as are all ; 
Let him wear no silken dresses, 
tout poor lowly serge instead ; 
Let him eat black bread, and swallow 
Brackish water ; let his bed 
Be in dark and humid dungeons, 
And to all who on him wait, 
Let this sentence be extended : — 
Hence remove them ! 
* 

EKBIQUE. 

What a fate ! 

MITLET, aside. 
How unmerited ! 

JTTAir. 

What sorrow ! 



M 
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KUTG. 

Now 1*11 see, 'twixt thee and me, 
Barbarian, if thy patience lasteth 
Like my wrath. 

fEBNAITDO. 

Yes, thou shalt see, 
For with me it is eternal. 

Se is led out. 

Enrique, as my hand is given, 

I permit thee to withdraw. 

And to Lisbon, back returning. 

Leave the sea of Africa ; 

Say at home, that their Lifante, 

Their Grand Master, dwells with me. 

Occupied about my horses. 

Let them come to set him free. 

EKBIQTJS. 

They will do so. If I leave him 

Jn this wretched misery. 

And my heart bleeds, that I cannot 

In it his companion be, 

'Tis because I hope the sooner, 

Coming in an army's van, 

To return to give him freedom. 

Kiiro. 
Well, thou'lt do so, if you can. 

MTTLEY, ctside. 

Now has come a fit occasion 
All my gratitude to show, 
~ fe I owe unto Fernando, 
id 1*11 pay the debt I owe. 

Exeunt, 




60 THE CONSTAKT PBIKOE. 



SCENE II. — THE KHfo's oabden. 

JEnter selim cmd don febnaitdo dressed as a slave, 

and in chains, 

SELIM. 

The King commands that you assist 
In this garden ; do thou not resist, 
Disobeying what he hath decreed. 

JExit, 

■ I My patience shall his cnielty exceed. 

Enter same Christian captives ; one sings while the 
others dig in the garden, 

FiBST CAPTIVE svngs. 

To the conquest of Tangiers, 
'Gtdnst the tyrant king of Fez, 
The Infante Don Fernando 
Did the king, his brother, send. 

FEBNANDO. 

There's not a moment but my story will 
The sorrowing memoir of mankind fill ! 
I am sad and troubled sore. 

SECOm) CAPTIVE. 

Captive, why to sorrow thus give o'er ? 
Do not weep — be cheerful — ^the Grand Master 
Said, he would bring from out of this disaster 
Back to his country every captive here. 

FEBNAITDO, aside. 
How soon this cheering hope must < isappear! 



J 
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SECOND CAPTITE. 

Console yourself, and trust to fortune's 

powers, 
Assist me now to irrigate these flowers, 
Take thou two pails, and water bring this 

way 
Prom yonder pond. 

iTEBirAirDO, aside, 

I struggle to obey : — 
A fitting burden have you bid me bear. 
Since it is water that you ask me, which my 

care 
Sowing sorrows, cultivating sighs. 
Can fill &om out the currents of mine eyes ! 

JExit 

SEOOin) CAPTITE. 

To the prison quarters they are leading 
Other captives. 

Unter dok jtja.v and other captwes. 

Let us look with careful heeding, 
If these shady gardens screen him, 
Or, perchance, these captives may have seen 

hun. 
For when in his company, 
Less our sorrow and our grief will be. 
And more our consolation : 
Tell me, friend, and may heaven compensation 
Grant you for it ! Have you seen his grace 
Fernando, the Grand Master, working in this 

place? 

SEOOKD CAPTITB. 

No, f f him I have not seen. 
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JTTAir. 

Scarcelj can I, my tears and sorrow screen. 

THIBD CAPTIVE. 

I repeat, they ope our prison bounds, 
And lead new captives to these garden 
grounds. 

Enter don EEBNAin)0 cmrying two pails of water, 

FEBNAyno, a^side. 

Mortals, do not wonder at surveying 
A grand master of Avis, an Infante, playing 
Such an ignoble part ; for Time 
Ofb acts these tragic scenes upon his stage 
sublime. 

JiTAir. 

It is my lord ! — ^but oh ! 'tis past belief 
I see your Highness in this state : with grief, 
Withm my breast, my heart doth burS; in 
twain! 

FEBKAISTDO. 

May God forgive you, for the unconscious 

pain, 
Don Juan, you have caused in thus revealing 
Who I am. I hoped, my rank concealing. 
Among my countn^men to live unknown, 
And Boake their wretched poverty my own. 

PIEST CAPTIVE. 

My lord, for pardon I most humbly sue. 
Being but now so rude and blind to you. 

THIBD CAPTIVE. 

Let me embrace your feet, my lord. 
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rEBNA]!n)0. 

My Mend, 
Arise: these ceremonies now must end. 

JUAN. 

Tour Highness 

rEENAin)0. 

Highness ! how can one be so, 
Condemned to lead a life so meanly low F 
See that an humbler name I crave. 
For I will live iamong you as a slave, 
Only as aa equal and a friend 
I must be treated. 

JITAN. 

"Why does Heaven not send 
Its dreadfiil bolt to crush me with the slain ? 

rBENAlTDO. 

A man of noble soul should ne'er complain 
Of f&te, Don Juan : who distrusts in heaven ? 
Now an example should by us be given 
Of prudence, valour, fortitude, my Mend. 

winter zaba tnth a basket. 

The lady Phenix hither doth descend, 

And commands, with flowers of various shade, 

A garland for this basket should be made. 

EEBNAITDO. 

I hope to bring them to her, presently ; 
First in this pleasing service let me be. 

7IB8T CAPTIYE. 

Let us, at least, assist you as you cull. 

ZABA. 

Here I await you, while the flowers you pull. 
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FEENAin)0. 

Pay me no idle courtesy, 
Henceforth your pains and mine must equal be. 
And if our sight to-day a difference strike, 
Death comes to-morrow and makes all things 

like. 
It were not wisdom, then, but cause of sorrow 
Not to do now what must be done to-morrow. 
. jExetmt the infakte cmd the Captives, they 
foUovomg him respectfully. 

Enter PHEinDL cmd bosa. 

PHBNIX. 

Have you ordered they should choose me 
Some fresh flowers ? 

■ 

ZABA. 

I SO have ordered. 

PHBini. 

In my troubled and disordered 
State, their colours may amuse me. 

BOSA. 

Lady, I in wonder lose me. 
Seeing fantasies continue 
Thus to melancholy win you. 

ZABA. 

What controls thee thus, what law ? 

PHENH. 

Ah, it was no dream I saw 

When I lay with frozen sinew, 

But my own impending woe. 

When a wretch doth <&eam with pleasure 

That he owns some wished-for treasure, 

Zara, I avow and know 
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That his bliss is duly seeming ; 
But if he continues dreaming 
That his fortune hath forsaken, 
And that ruin hath o'ertaken, 
Though both good and evil wind 
Through his <&eams, the wretch doth find 
But the last when he doth waken ! 
Thus will be my fate ; ah ! me, 
Pitiless, without remorse. 

What remaineth for a corse, 

If now you mourn thus piteously ? 

PHEKIX. 

Ah ! 'tis the fate reserved for me. 
The guerdon of a corse ! — ^what eye 
Ever saw such misery ? 
Naught remains to me but sighs ; 
Must I be a corse's prize ? 1 1 

Who will be that corse then ? — ' ' 

Enter 7iBirAjn>o mtk the flowers. 

I! 

PHEKIX. 

Who is this, O heavens ! I view ? 

71BKAin>0« 

What disturbs thee ? 



Hearing, seeing 
Such a wretched state of bemg ? 

nsBKAirno. 

I can well believe that true : 
Widbingy lady, upon you 
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To attend in humble duty, 

I have brought thee flowers, whose beauty 

Tvpifles mj &te, Senora ; 

liey are bom with Aurora, 

And thej perish ere the dew. 

When this marvel came to light 
It was given a fitting name. 

Is not every flower the same 
That I bear thee in this plight? 

FHBIllX. 

It is true, but say whose spite 
Caused this novelty P 

My fftte. 

PHEIOX. 

Is it then so strong P 

. FESKAlirDO. 

So great. 

FHEinX. 

You affict me. 

EEB2!fAin)0. 

Do not grieve, 

PHBKIX. 

WhyP 

EEBNAITDO. 

Because a man doth live 
Death and fortune's abject mate. 



i.A 
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, PUJfi51X. 

Are you not Fernando ? 

PEBKAITDO. 

Yes. 

PHEKIX. 

Changed by what ? 

PIBNAin)0. 

The laws that wring 
Captive souls. 

PHBNIX. 

By whom ? 

PSBNAITDO. 

The King. 

PHENIX. 

Why? 

My life he doth possess. 

PHENIX. 

To-day I saw him thee caress. j ! 

PSBNAin>0. 

And yet he doth abhor me now. ' 

PHEHIX. I 

How can it be that he and thou / 

So late conjoined, twin stars of light, i 
But one short day could disunite p [ 

i 
YEVSAJSTDO, 

These flowers haye come to tell thee how. — 

p2 
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These flowers awoke in beauty and delight, 
At early dawn, when stars began to set--^ 
At eve they leave ns but a fond regret, — 
Locked in the cold embraces of the night. 
These shades that shame the rainbow's arch of light. 
Where gold and snow in purple pomp are met. 
All give a warning, man should not forget, 
When one brief day can darken things so bright. 
'Tis but to wither that the roses bloom — 
'Tis to grow old they bear their beauteous flowers. 
One crimson bud their cradle and their tomb. 
Such are man's fortunes in this world of ours ; 
They live, they die, one day doth end their doom, i 
For ages past but seem to us like hours ! 

PHEmz. 

Horror, terror, make me fear thee ; .' 

I nor wish to see nor hear thee. 
Be thou then the first of those 
Whose woe hath scared another's woes. 

FEBNAITDO. 

And the flowers ? 

PHENIX. 

If they can bear thee 
Emblems of mortality. 
Let them broken, scattered be ; — 
They must know my wrath alone. 

PEBNAin)0. 

For what fsiult must they atone ? 

PHENIX. 

Like to stars they seem to me. 

PEENAl!n)0. 

Then you do not wish them P 
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PUENIX, 

No; 

All their rosy light I scorn. 

FEENASDO. 

Why? 

PHENIX. 

A woman is, when bom, 
Subject to life's common foe, 
And to fortune's overthrow. 
Which methought this star did figure. 

F£B]!rA2n)0. 

Are the stars like flowers ? 



PHEims:. 



FEBNAITDO. 



'Tisso. 



This I do not see, although 
I myself have wept their rigour. 

PHEKIX. 

Listen. 

Speak, I wish to know. 

These points of light, these sparkles of pure fire. 
Their twinkling splendours boldly torn away 
From the reluctant sun's departing ray. 
Live when the beams in mournful gloom retire. 
These are the flowers of night that glad Heaven's 

choir. 
And o'er the vault their transient odours play. 
For if the life of flowers is but one day, 
In one short night the brightest stars expire. 
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But still we ask the fortunes of our lives, 
Even from this flattering spring-tide of the skies^ 
'Tis good or ill, as sun or star survives. 
Oh ! what duration is there ? who relies 
Upon a star ? or hope from it derives, 
That eveiy night is bom again and dies ? , 

jEx%t* 

Enter mitlet. 

MTJLET. 

Until Phenix had departed, 
Here I hid me from her sight, 
For the most adoring eagle 
FHeth sometimes from the light ; 
Are we now alone ? 

F£BNAin)0. 

Yes. 



MTTLET, 



Hear me ! 



PEBKAin)0. 

Brave Muley, what is thy will ? 



MTLET. 



That you know — ^that faith and honour 
Warm a Moorish bosom still. 
I know not how first to speak of. 
How to think of, such a crime ! — 
How to tell the pain I've suffered 
For this fickle frown of Time ! 
For this ruin, this injustice ! 
This dark boon that Fortune grants, 
This, the world's most sad example, — 
This inconstancy of chance ! 
But I run some risk if people 
See me speaking here to thee. 
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/ 1 For, without respect to treat yoil 
( / Is the king's prodaimed decree ; 

And thus, leaving to my sorrow 

What my voice would fiun repeat, 

Let it tell, I come, to throw me, 

As thy slave, before thy feet. 

I am ^^hine, and thus, In&nte, 

^I come here, but not to show 

Favour to a fallen foeman, 
[ \ But to pay the debt I owe ! 

The ezisteAce you have e;iven me 

I return thee, for indeed 

A good action is a treasure 

G-uarded for the doer's need : 

And since here I stand foot-&stened 

By the unseen chains of fear — 

And above my neck and bosom 

Knife and cord hang threatening near — 

I desire, in briefest language, 
f\To inform you in one wor^ 
1 jjhat to-night I will have ready 
the shore, a vessel moored, 
11 equipped ; and in the loop-holes 

Of the cells, I shall prepare 

Instruments, which will unfasten 

.Those unworthy chains you wear. 

On the outside of your dungeons 

I myself the locks will break ; 

So that you and all the captives 

Frisonea now in Fez, may take 

T^ departure for your Luntry; 

And be certain, that I stay 

Here in Fez secure from danger ; 

Since I easily can say 

That they ovierpowered their masters. 

And escaped amid the strife. 

Thua we two will put in safety 

I my honour, you your life ; 
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Though 'tis certam — ^if it reacheth 
The King's ear, I let thee fly — 
He will ^at me as a traitor ; 
But I shall not grieve to die : 
And as money may be needful 
To conciliate the will 
Of those near you, see these jewels. 
Golden treasures amply fill 
Their minute, but rich proportions ; 
This, Pemando, is the way 
That I give to thee my ransom, 
Thus my obligation pay. 
Por a true and noble captive 
Ne'er should rest, i^til ne bring 
Payment back for such a &vour. 

PEBNANPO. 

I would wish indeed to thank you 
Por my freedom ; but the King 
Cometh to the garden. 

HX7LET, 

Has he 
Seen you with me ? 



7EBKANP0. 



HX7LEY. 



'Twere suspicious. 



No. 



Kseen, 



PEBirAi!a)0. 

Of these branches 
I will make a rustic screen. 
Which will hide me while he passes. 

Conceah himielf. 
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Enter the Knra. 

Ah ! in secret stand Mul^j 

And Fernando ! why in seeing 

Me, does one thus go away, 

And the other thus dissemble ? 

There is some conceabnent here^ 

Be it certain or not certain, 

I must be secure from fear 

Of all treason* [Ahttd,'] I am happy 

HULET. 

Lord, I greet thee on my knee. 
Here to find thee ! 

KVIiEY. 

Speak thy orders. 

Much it grieves me, not to see 
Ceuta mine. 

H¥LET. 

Then to its conquest, 
Crowned with wreaths of laurel, wend ; 
For their swords against thy valour 
Badly can its walls defend. 

KING. 

By a more domestic warfare 
I expect to gain my end. 



riiT. 



In w ? 
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KING. 

In this manner, 
I, Eemando's pride must bend, 
Giving him such rigid treatment 
That he must, or swiftly die, 
Or to me surrender Ceuta ; 
Ejiow then, friend Muley, that I 
Have some cause to fear the person 
Of the Grand Master not secure, 
Now in Pez. The captives, seeing 
Him dishonoured thus, and poor, 
"Will, I do not doubt, soon murmur. 
And break out in mutiny : 
Were this not so, it is certain 
Powerful interest has he ; 
And the strongest cells will open 
Ever to a golden key. 

HULET, aside. 

I desire now to confirm him 

In the thought that this can be, 

That he may have no suspicion 

Of myself. [^AloudJi It seems to me 

You are right — ^they mean to free him. 

There remains one remedy. 

That my power may not be outraged. 

MTLEY. 

And it is, my lord ? 

To thee— 
To thy charge, Muley, to trust him — 
To thy care and custody — 
Let not fear nor interest move thee. 



:Ji 
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Keep him safe in field and cell : — 

Thou art the Infante's guardian, 

Look to it, thou guard him well, 

In what circumstance soever 

You must be accountable. Uant 

MTTLET. 

Without any doubt, our concert 
By the King was overheard : 
Bless me, idlah ! 

Snter fbbit aitdo. 

What afflicts thee ? 

MTJLET. 

Have you heard him ? 

ITEBKAjrDO. 

Every word. 

HULST. 

Then why is it that you ask me 

What afltticts me P Suftering 

In a blind and dark confusion. 

And, between my friend and king. 

Seeing friendship thus and honour 

With each other combating ; 

If to thee I should be loy^ 

I to him must traitor be ; 

If to him continue fiEtithfiil, 

Fail in gratitude to thee. 

What then can I do ? heavens ! 

At the very time I came 

To restore you to your freedom 

He my confidence should claim. 

Thus the better to secure thee. 
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'What, I ask? Aiid if the key 
Of our secret is discovered 
,By the Bang himself! From thee 
iDo I ask advice and counsel, 
JTell me what I ought to do P 

'j FERNANDO, 

- Brave Mul^y, both love and friendship 
Are inferior to those two — 
Loyalty and upright honour. 
No one equals to a king, 
He alone nimself doth equal ; 
This then is my counselling : 
Heed not me, out serve him truly, 
And that you may disregard 
Any fears about your honour, 
I myself will be its guard. 
Should another come to offer 
Freedom, I do promise thee 
Not to take it—that your honour 
Best inviolate with me. 

MTJLET. 

Do not counsel me, Fernando, 

As loyally, as courteously ; 

To you, 1 know, my life is owing, 

And that to pay you is but right. 

And so, the plan that I projected, 

I will prepare against the night ; 

Be thou free, my life remaineth 

Here to suffer in the stead 

Of thy death : secure thy freedom. 

After that I nothing dread. 

Were it just that I should be 
So tvrannic, and so cruel 
With the man that pities me ? 
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And destroy his stainless honour, 
I Who to me is giving life ? 
: , f Ko : and thus I wish to make you 
Umpire of my cause and life. 
Do thou give me counsel also ; 
Ought I take my liberty 
From a man who stays to suffer 
In my place p and let him be 
Cruel to his dearest honour P 
What do you. advise P 

HTTLET. 

I know not 
Which to say, or yea or nay ; 
If the latter, it wffl gneYe me 
That I e'er that wora could say ; 
If the formei>-there is something 
In my bosom that doth tell, 
That in saying "yes" unto thee, 
I do not adyise tnee well. 

JTEBKAKDO. 

So advise ; my God obeying. 
And what his religion says, 
I a constant jfauice will show me 
Herein servitude in Fez. 



Ein> OF THE SECOKD ACT. 
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ACT in. 

SCENE I. — A HALL IN THE OOITlfTBT PALACE OP 

THE KISa OF PEZ. 

Unter mtjlet and the klsq. 

MXTLEY, aside. 

Since all aid is tmavailing, 

From the lines the king doth draw 

Bound Eemando : the detailing 

Of his sufferings may : — ^the law 

Of true friendships is unfailing. [^Aloud.'] 

If, my lord, I thee have served, 

On land or sea, in any way, — 

If my heart hath never swerved 

From the allegiance it should pay, 

If a boon I have deserved, 

Be it thy attention. 



KLSQ. 



MITLET. 



Say. 



Don Fernando 

KEKG. 



Say no more. 



MT7LET. 



Wilt thou not hear me then, before 
You thus refuse me ? 

No, that word 
Offends too much. 
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MTLET. 

And why, my lord ? — 

KTSGt. 

Because, now every chance is o'er 
Of doing what thou wouldst require, 
If 'tis for him that thou shouldst ask. 

MXTLET. 

My lord, and dost thou not desire 
To know how I discharge the task 
Thyself hath given P 

KINO. 

WeU, speak ; mine ire 
Shall ne'er be seen in pity's mask. 

MTTLET. 

Fernando, whose imhappy fSeite 
Survives his gloiy, oniVo great, 
Still lives, but in such abject thrall. 
That him the wondering world doth call 
A miracle of adverse fate. 
Feeling the wrath — a better word 
Perhaps would be the boundless power — 
Of thj^ imperial crown, my lord. 
And victim of his pride — this hour 
Doth feel a misery so abhorred, 
That he in such a place doth lie 
So lonely and so vile, that I 
WiU not offend your ears to name ; 
And there, infirm, and poor, and lame. 
He asketh alms from passers by ; 
For as your orders were that he 
Should sleep but in a dungeon's murk. 
And on your steeds atten£uit be. 
And in the prison quarters work ; 
And none should give him food, we see 
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Him BO reduced from what he has been, 
His paUid cheek so worn and wan ; 
His tottering limbs, that make him lean 
TJpon a staff; all changed or gone 
His princely air, his rojal mien ; 
Passmg the chillj night away 
In stony cells, as he begun, 
Still firm in his resolve. When play, 
At length, the pure beams of the sun, 
Who is the father of the day, 
His fellow-slaves (how grieved thereat !) 
TJpon a miserable mat, 
Lffling him, place him, worn and weak, 
TJpon (since 1 the name must speak) 
A dung-heap ! for neglect begat 
A state so loathsome, none wiU let 
TTim near their homes ; and so he lies, 
A sight no eye can e'er forget. 
Shuddering, the gazer from him flies, 
Nor feels compassion, nor regret. 
Nor word nor aid to him doth send ; 
One servant, and one faithful friend, 
A cavalier, sJone remain 
To solace him amid his pain, 
And both divide, as they attend, 
With him their scant supply of food, 
Too small for one, to do one good, 
Por scarcely have the lips possess'd 
The morsel, but it seeks the breast. 
The mouth not tasting as it should ; 
And even your people punish these. 
Because, by pity moved, they wait 
To give their master some slight ease. 
To them, no punishment so great, 
As that your servants, should they please. 
May ruaely tear them each from each: 
While one doth leave him, to beseech 
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Some food, the other doth remain 

To give him solace in his pain 

Bj kindlj act, or soothing speech : 

Conclude a siiffering so severe, 

And draw the Prince, so please your Gfraee, 

From his sad state and dungeon drear, 

Let horror move you in the place 

Of pity's pang, or sorrow's tear. 

'Tis well, Mul^y. 

Unter phskix. 

PHEKIX. 

My lord, if ever 
I have, by dutiful endeavour, 
Deserved in aught to gain from thee 
A boon, I come, your Majesty, 
This day to ask of you a favour. 

What could I then deny to thee ? 

PHEinx. 
The Prince Eemando 



Oh ! 'tis well,— 
Of this, no further speak to me ! 

PHEKIX. 

No human tongue has power to tell 
The horror of his state. Erom thee 
It was my only wish to pray 

KING. 

Oh ! Phenix, cease, be silent, stay. 
Who is it that Fernando then 
Thus makes an outcast among men ? 
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Thus slowly killeth day by day ? 

If he, for being madly brave, 

And obstinate in a wild resolve, 

Thus pines away, a lonely slave. 

And sees the tardy days revolve— 
y*- 'Twas he himself the sentence gave, 
W'Not I who doomed him to this woe ; 
'Is it not in his power to go 

From out this misery and Hve ? 

A word can do it. Let him give 

Tip Ceuta to my hands, and so 

Thus end those rigours and those pains. 

Ikter SELIM. 

SELIM. 

My lord, before the palace doors. 
Crave audience, two ambassadors, 
One from Morocco's neighbouring plainSy 
And one from Alphonso— he who reigns 
O'er Portugal. 

PHEiax, aside. 

Still greater pains ! 
Doubtless he comes to lead the way 
To Tarudante. 

HTJLET, aside. 

Heavens ! from me 
Now hope withdraws its cheering ray ; 
By friendship and by jealousy, 
I have lost all things in one day ! 

Unter alphonso and TA.nvj>A2S(TEfr(m opposite 

sides. 

TAETTDAITTE. 

Most illustrious King of Eez 
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ALPnosso. 
King of Fez so proud and mighty. . 



May thy glory 

Thy eziatenee 

TABITDUrei. 

Nerffldie 

aifhokso. 
Be erer gloriant 

TABUVUrtX, to PUKHUL. 

And thou, this sun's serene Amon... 

AIiPHOnSO. 

Thou its settiog'B hopeful Orient 

TABUSAJITE. 

spite of years, may you continue 

ALPHOSSO. 

Spite of time, may you be reigning.... 

TABrDASTX. 

To be gladdened 



To be honoured.. 



TAHUDAKTB. 

Tasting pleasures 



AlPHONSO, 

Laurels gaining.. 
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TAEUDAWTB. 

Great enjoyments 

ALPHONSO. 

Mighty triumphs. 

TAEUDANTB. 

Little evil 



ALPHOirSO. 

Good unsparing 

TAEiri>ANTB. 

While I speak, say, Christian, why 
Thus to speak, art thoi^ so daring ? 

ALPHOWSO. 

Because whenever I am by, 

I speak first, my wish declaring. 

TABTOAKTE. 

To me, as of the Moorish nation, 
The foremost place is surely own ; 
When kindred races meet, to strajigers 
A preference should ne'er i)e shown. 

ALPHOWSO. 

In lands where courtesy is shown, 
^^uite a difierent rule prevaileth ; 
in every clime, in every zone, 
A guest the foremost place receiveth. 

TAETJDAKTE. 

However strong may be this reason, 
By it I am not overthrown ; 
Since as* a guest I have come hither. 
The foremost place is mine alone. 

KING. 

Enough of this — ^let both of ye 
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With equal favour here be seated ; 
• The Portuguese speak first, for he 
Should, from his different faith, be treated 
With greater honour. 

s TABUDAITTE, aside, 

, \ I am wroth. 

ALFHONSO. 

Brief wiU be my simple story -.— 

Don Alphonso, Portugal's 

Famous King, whose deathless glory 

Will be told with tongues of bronze, 

Spite of death's annihilation, 

And of envy : unto thee 

Greeting sends and salutation. 

And doth ask you, since it seemeth 

Don Eemando seeks not freedom, 

Since the life that he redeemeth 

Should the city of Ceuta cost ; 

That the fullest value of it 

Should be rated at a price 

More than avarice could covet 

Or the most liberal despise : 
/^ OxAd and silver he doth proffer 
I More than two such cities' worth, 
\For his ransom : and this offer 

He doth make in friendly guise, 
/ Which if you refuse, with bolder 
\ Front he'U come to set him free ; 

For upon the smooth, white shoulder 

Yonder of the laboimng sea. 

Towns arise amid the water 

Of a thousand war-ships built, 

And he swears with fire and slaughter 

Him to free, and thee subdue — 

Leaving; all these bright plains covered 

O'er with crimson blood, so that 

What the rising sun discovered 
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Grreen-hued emeralds dewy wet, 
He will leave behind him lying 
Eubies red when he doth set. 

TABTJDAITTE. 

Though, as an ambassador, 
Mine should not be the replying, 
Still in what concerns my King, 
Christian, I will dare to venture, 
For this insult is to him : 
And my lord here will not censure 
That his son at such a time 
Could not patiently forget him : 
So, on his part, you can say 
To your King Alphonso, let him 
Hither come, but in a space 
Shorter than from night tiU mom, 
He will see his veins' warm purple 
Soon these verdant hiUs adorn ; 
So that even the heavens will think 
They must have forgot to form 
Any flower except the pink. 

ALPHONSO. 

If thou wert my equal, Moor, 

This dispute were swiftly settled, 

And the victory would lie 

'Twixt two young men, manly-mettled. 

Tell your King, that he come hither, 

If renowned he wish to be. 

Mine will not delay, believe me. 

TABTJDANTB. 

You almost said that thou wert he, 
And if so, I, Tarudante, 
Stand prepared to answer thee. 

ALFHOKSO. 

In the field I will await thee. 
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TAETTDAKTB. 

There, as "thou wilt quickly find, 
I shall not too long delay thee ! 
I am lightning ! 

ALPHOKSO. 

I the wind ! 

TJlBITDAKTE. 

I am fury ! 

ALPHOirso. * 

I am death ! 

TAETTDANTE. 

Do you not tremble but to hear me ? 

ALPHOirso. 
• Do you not die, but to come near me ? 

My lords, will both your Highnesses — 
Now that your wrath has torn asunder 
The dark disguise of curtained shade. 
Which hid each royal planet under — 
"Will you remember, 'neath this sky, 
No battle-field can be selected 
Without my leave : which I deny ; 
That time be mine, for my projected 
Service 

ALPHOIfSO. 

I do not receive 
Or hospitality or favour 
From one who so has made me grieve ; 
I seek Fernando, the endeavour 
To behold him is the cause 
Why, disguised thus, I have ventured 
Driven by duty here to Fez, 
And before your court I entered 
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I was told that you did spend 

At this pleasure-house a season. 

And I hither came to end 

My faint hope, or with more reason 

To await a certain pain ; 

Be it known, my lord, I only 

For your answer here remain. 

Kiira. 

And that answer. King Alphonso, 
Shall be very brief and plam; 
• If you do not give me Ceuta, 

Him, for this, thou shalt not bear. 

AXTHOirSO. 

Since for hun I We come hither. 

And without him go, prepare 

For the war I now declare ; 

And [To Tarudcmte] ambassador, whoe'er 

Thou may'st be, amid the fray 

We shall soon see one another ; 

Tremble Africa to-day. 



Ecntt 



TAEUDANTB. 

Since I cannot have the joy, 
Beauteous Phenix, of thy seeing 
Me as thy attendant slave. 
Let me taste the bliss of being 
At thy feet ; thy hand present 
To him, who his soul doth give thee. 

PHEmx. 

Let vour Highness not augment, 
Mighty lord, the suit and honour 
You have shown me, which I prize, 
Bjiowing what to me is owing. 
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MTJLEY, aside. 

What does he expect, whose eyes 
See this sight and yet surviveth ? 

KING. 

Since your Highness thus in Fez 
Unexpectedly arriveth, 
You will pardon us the way 
We receive you. 

TiiBTJDAITTE. 

Pressing duty 
Will not let me here delay 
Longer than a passing moment ; 
And supposing that I came 
As ambassador, with powers 
My betrothed wife to claim — 
You your full consent had given : 
Not being so, yet still for this. 
May I hope I shall not forfeit 
That quiet certainty of bliss ? 

In everything, my lord, you conquer, 
And so, to set that doubt at rest, 
And that all needful preparation 
For such a war be made, 'tis best 
Your mind be altogether freed from 
Cares like these ; and so return, 
That you may be here the sooner 
Joined with me the foe to spurn, 
Should they dare to try the passage, — 
These threatened hosts of Portugal. 

That is but of small importance ; 
As I oame here so I shall 
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Quick return, conducting with me 
Such a host of armed men, 
That these desert plains shall look like 
Crowded murmuring cities then ; 
Soon shall I be here, thy soldier. 

KING. 

Then with speed let all things be 
Ordered for the journey. Phenix, 
It is right to Eez with me 
. Thou shouldst come, to glad that city. 

\ Muley! 

MrLET. 

My gracious lord ! 

KING. 

Prepare 
A chosen escort from the army, 
As unto thy special care 
Phenix I intrust, till safely 
Thou dost leave her with her spouse. 

MTTLET, aside. 

This new ill was all I wanted, 

Since stem fate no more allows 

My poor succour to Fernando, 

Let despair entwine his brows, 

Now this glimmering hope hath yanished. 

J^aeunt 
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SCENE II. — A STEEET US FEZ. 

D0» JTJAN COTJTTNO, BEiTO, and Other Captives, 
enter, supporting don eeenando : the^ place 
him on a mat upon the ground. 

Place me here, where I can view, 
With gladdened heart and will subdued. 
The cloudless light of heaven's pure blue. 
O mighty Lord ! so great and good, 
; To thee what boundless thanks are due ! 
When Job, as I, in anguish lay, 
He curses on the day did pray, 
But then it was because of sin 
Which he had been engendered in ; 
But I, far different, bless the day 
For all the graces God doth cheer 
Our hearts through it — ^for it is clear 
That every beauteous roseate hue, 
And every beam that gilds the blue, 
But living tongues of fire appear 
To praise and bless him without end. 

BEITO. 

Does then your lordship feel so well ? 

Better than I deserve, my friend : 
O Lord of Heaven ! what tongue can teU 
The mercies that to me you send ? — 
When from a dungeon's darksome gleam 
Thou lead'st me forth, thou dost impart 
To my chill blood the sun's warm beam. 
O Lord ! how liberal thou art ! — 
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FIEST CAPTIVE. 

Heaven knows, how great a boon we'd deem 
The favour of being left with thee ; 
But the hour warns us, we must be 
At work. 

My sons, adieu ! — 

SECOIH) CAPTIVE. 

AVhat bitter grief! 

THISD CAPTIVE, 

"What sight to see ! 



£!xetmt. 



FEBITAKDO. 

Will you remain with me, ye two ? — 

jrAK. 
I too must also leave you now. 

PBENAITDO. 

What can I do when thou art gone ?- 

JXTANT. 

My lord, I will return anon ; 
I only go to seek, somehow, 
A little food ; for since Muley 
From Fez was forced to go away. 
On us has fallen a total dearth 
Of human help upon the earth ; 
But I will go without delay 
To try- and gain it, even although 
I make impossible demands ; 
For all who see me, fear to go 
Against the edict, which commands 
That even to a drop of water, no 
Hand should give, or sell me aught, 
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Because they know it is for thee ; — 
To such a state has fortune brought 
Our sad condition : but I see 
People advancing hither. 

Mxit. 

rEBNANDO. 

Oh! 
Would my voice could move to pity 
Any heart in all this city ! — 
That the brief moments I may live 
To greater suffering I may give ! — 

Enter the knra, tabudakte, phenix, a/nd selim. 

SELIM. 

By a street, my lord, you've gone, 
Where, perforce, you needs must be, 
By the Infante, seen and known. 

Enra, to Tarudante. 

Thou hast come for this alone. 
That my greatness thou mayst see. 

TABUDAIfTE. 

Honours still thou showest me. 

FEENANDO. 

Grive a wretch in charity 
Some relief, however scant ; 
Look, a fellow-man am I, 
In affliction and in want, 
And with very hunger die. 
Men, take pity on a man ; 
Wild beasts pity one another ; 
Will not man a suffering brother ? 

BBITO. 

This I think is not the plan 
Here of asking — ^try another. 
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FEBNANDO. 

How? 

BEITO. 

You should have thus began : — 
Let your pity, Moors, be shown 
Now unto this poor man's profit. 
Let some food to him be thrown ; 
I ask it by the holiest bone 
Of Mahomet, the great Prophet. 

KINO, aside. 

That his constancy received 
Naught of change, though thus bereaved, 
Ofiends, insults me more than all ; 
Infante ! Prince ! \Alovd'], 

BEITO. 

The king doth call. 

FEENANDO. 

On me ? — no, Brito, thou'rt deceived, 
No Prince, no proud Infante, I, — 
But the poor corse of what were thej. — 
And since almost in earth I lie, 
Their names are not my names to-day, 
Whatever they've been in days gone oy. 

KING. 

Since you disown your rank and birth. 
Then, as Pemando, answer me. 

FEENANDO. 

Now must I raise me from the earth, 
And slowly creeping unto thee, 
Embrace thy feet. 

KING. i 

Thy constancyj 
Continues still to vex me so ; / 

Is thy obedience humbleness ' 

Or resolution ? 
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FEENANDO. 

'Tis to show 
Wliat great respect a slave doth owe 
Unto his lord, nor more nor less ; 
And since I am thy slave at present, 
And in thy presence now appear, 
I will e*en venture to address thee, 
Mv lord and King, and pray thee hear : 
King I call thee, though thou beest/ 
Of another law, for so august | ..- ' 
Is the divinity of monarchs — ^ .-* 
So strong and absolute — ^it must 
Ever pitW minds engender, 
And make ^ noble blood display 
Pity and wisdom, as its nature. 
For even 'mong brutes and beasts of prey 
This name, authority so ample 
Does in its wondrous way enforce. 
That, by a certain law, obedience 
Follows in Nature's usual course ; 
And thus, within his rude republics. 
We read the lion-king doth reign. 
Who, when his Eorrid front he wrinkleth. 
And crowns him with his royal mane. 
Feels pity, for he ne'er abuseth 
Whatever prey his wrath hath slain. 
So on the sea's salt foam the dolphin, 
Who is the king of fish, we're told, 
Worketh upon his azure shoulder, 
In scales of silver and of gold, 
The shape of crowns ; and we behold him, 
When the wild tempest shrieks with glee, 
Bear on his back the sinking seaman, 
Lest he should perish in the sea. 
The eagle , too, so proud and noble, 
He, with his tuft of plumes upcurled, 
Diadem-like, by winds, is king 
Of all the birds that from this world 
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Else to salute the sun in heaven ; 
And he, through pity just and brave, 
Downwards d^s, lest man in drinking. 
Should, amid the silver wave, 
Drink his death ; for o'er the crystal 
Oft the snake his poison flings, 
Which he scatters by the motion 
Of his disturbing beak and wings. 
So 'mong plants and precious stones 
Is extended and deciphered 
This imperial law of thrones. 
The pome^pcanate which o'ershoots, 
Crowned~With flowers, the topmast branches, 
Proof that it is queen of fruits. 
Withers all its poisoned berries. 
Which, like rubies, glisten through. 
Turning them to yellow topaz, 
Of a pale and sickly hue. 
And the diamond, in whose presence 
Even the loadstone turns away 
From its beloved north, thus showing 
How its true king it doth obey. 
Is so noble, that the treason 
Of its lord it cannot hide. 
And its hardness, which the burin 
Finds too flinty to divide, 
Of its own accord dissolveth 
Into small and shining dust. 
If then, among beasts and fishes. 
Plants, and stones, and birds, the august 
Majesty of King, is pity — 
It, my lord, were not unjust 
That men's bosoms should possess it— 
A difierent faith does not withdraw 
You from this rule ; since, to be cruel 
Is condemned by every law. 
Think not I desire to move thee 
A By my anguish and my pain, 



THB CONSTANT FBINCE. • 97 

To the end that life you give me : 

This, my voice seeks not to gain ; 

For I know that I must perish 

Of this malady which dims 

All my senses, and which, frost-like, 

Creepeth o'er my weary limbs ; 

I know well that I am wounded 

By death's hand, for every word \\' -^ 

That my feeble breath can utter Vi i 

Cuts me like a keen-edged sword ic ' 

For I know that I aox mortal. 

Not secure of life one hour, 

And 'tis doubtless to exhibit 

Life and death's divided power. 

That the cradle and the coffin 

Are so like each other wrought ; 

For it is a natural action 

When a man receiveth aught. 

That his hands he raiseth upward. 

Joined together in this way. 

But should he express refusal. 

By a similar action, may 

His intent be known, by simply 

Turning them averted down ; 

So, the world, to prove it seeks us 

When we're bom, without a frown 

In a cradle doth receive us, 

Leaving us securely lain 

In its open arms : but should it, 

Or through fury or disdain. 

Wish to drive us forth, it tumeth 

Back her hands, with the intent, « 

That the coffin's mute material 

Be of that same instroment. 

For an upturned open cradle 

When reversed, becomes a tomb. 

Since we live in such aMuraiioe 

Of onr death — the eommon doom — 
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That when we are bom, together 

We our first and last bed see ; 

What expects he who this heareth ? 

Who that knows this, what waits he ? 

It is certain, that it cannot 

Be to live ; undoubtedlj, 

Then, 'tis death, and tms I ask thee, 

That the heavens maj thus comply 

With my earnest wish of dying 

For the faith. But think not, I 

Seek this boon through desperation, 

Or from a dislike to five ; 

No, but from the strongest impulse 

That I feel, my life to give 

In the defence of my reli^on, 

And to lay before Gfod's feet 

Life and soul breathed out together : 

Thus, although I death entreat, 

Will this impulse exculpate me. 

If, through pity, thou dost slight 

This request, let anger move tnee. 

Art thou a lion ? then 'tis right. 

That thou roar and tear in pieces 

Him who in thy wrathlul mood 

Injures, wrongeth, and offends thee. 

Art thou an eagle ? then you should 

Wound with vengeful beat and talons 

Him who would dare despoil thy nest. 

Art thou a dolphin ? then be herald 

Of storms to move the seaman's breast. 

How that the sea this huge world furrows. 

Art thou a kingly tree ? then show 

Through all your bare and naked branches, 

How wildly Time's dark tempests blow — 

The ministers who work God's vengeance. 

Art thou a diamond ? then by 

Thy. own dust make deadliest poison, 

Weary thyself out in wrath : out I, 
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Though I suffer greater torments, 

Though I greater rigours see, 

Though I weep still greater anguish, 

Though I go through more misery. 

Though I experience more misfortunes, 

Though I more hunger must endure, 

Though my poor body have no covering 

But these few rags ; and this impure 

Dungeon be still my only dwelling. 

All for the faith my soul derides ; 

For it is the sun that lights me, 

For it is the star that guides ! 

It is the laurel that doth crown me ; 

^0 triimiph o'er the Church thou'lt have ; // 

0*er me, if you desire it, triumph : ^ ' 

GK)d will my cause defend and save. 

Since it is his for which I struggle.* 

Can it be, in such a state, 

Thou canst boast thus and console thee ? 

Being thine own, why idlv rate 

Me, lor condoling not a w,te, 

When thou thyself wilt not condole thee ? 

Since then you your life resign 

By your own deed, and not by mine, 

^o pi^ need'st thou hope from me, 

Merciml thou to thyself must be 

Ere I can feel those pains of thine. 






* " The reply of Fernando,** saya Sismondi, " is wholly in 
the Oriental fttyle. It is not by arguments, nor, indeed, by 
sentiments of compassion, that he attempts to touch his ' ; 
master ; but by that exuberance of poetical images which / ; 
was regarded as real eloquence by the Arabians, and which y j 
was, pevhaps, more likely to touch a Moorish king than 2k / 
discourse more appropriate to Nature and circumstances/* 

H 2 
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FEBNANDO to TABITDAlfTE. 

My lord, your gracious Majesty 
Be my protector. 

TABTTDANTE. 

What a sight ! 

rBBNAKDO to PHEinX. 

Since beauty owns no loveKer light. 
Than when upon her face we see 
Enthroned mild mercy's deity, — 
Protect me with the king ! 

PHENIX. 

What grief! 

FEBNAKDO. 

What ! not a look ! 

PHEKIX. 

'Tis past beUef ! 



FEBNAKDO. 

'Tis well ; those beauteous eyes I know 
Were never made to look at woe. 

PHENIX. 

My very fear forbids relief ! . j 

FEBNANDO, 

since thou wilt not turn thine eye 
Towards me, and desire to fly ; 
Lady, it is well to know. 
Though thy beauty prides thee so. 
That thou canst do less than I, / 
And perhaps I more than thou. / 
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PHEimC. 

Horror comes, I know not how, 
Wounding me, when thou dost speak. / 

Leave me man ; what dost thou seek ? 
More I cannot suffer now ! 

Exit. 

Unter noir jtian with some bread. 

This bread, I bring thee to assuage 
Thy patient craving after food, 
Have the cruel Moors pursued, — 
Striking me with blows through rage. / 

7EBNAin)0. 

It is Adam's heritage. 

JUAK. 

Take it. 

PEENANDO. 

Ah ! my faithfiil friend, 
'Tis too late ; for now doth end 
All my woes in death. 

JXTAK. 

O heaven ! 
Now be thy consolation given. 

FEBNAITDO. 

But since deathwards all men dbti^^wend, ^\ > 

What is there that ends not so P ' 

In the world's confused abyss, 

Sickness ever leads to this. 

When death strikes the fatal blow. 

Man, be mindful, here below, // 

Of thy soul's sublimer part ; // 

Think upon eternity, 

Wait not till infirmity 
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Suddenly that truth impart — 
For infirmity itself thou art. 
On the hard earth, year by year, 
Man is treading, hopeful, brave, 
But each step is o*er his grave, 
Daily drawing near and near. 
Mournful sentence — ^law severe — 
But which cannot be mistaken. 
Every step (what fears awaken !) 
Is to that dark goal commissioned. 
So that Ood is not sufficient 
To prevent that step being taken : 
Eriends, my end approaches nigher ; 
Bear me from this public place 
In your arms. 

JUAN. 

Life's last embrace 
For me, is this. 

FERNANDO. 

What I desire. 
Noble friend, is, when I expire, 
That these garments you unbind : 
In my dungeon, you will find 
My religious cloak, which I 
Bore so oft in days gone by. 
Uncovered thus and uncoimned 
Bury me — ^his wrath passed by — 
If from the fierce King you procure 
Leave to give me sepulture. 
Mark the spot, for although I 
Here to-day a captive die, 
Eansomed yet, I hope to share 
The blessed altar's sacred prayer. 
For, my God ! since I have given 
So many churches unto Heaven, 
One to me 'twill surely spare. 

They hear him out in their arms. 
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SCENE III. — THE SEA-COAST. 

Enter don alphonso and soldiers tvith arquebuses. 

ALPHONSO. 

Leave to the fickle field of green — 

The azure wave— this arrogant machine 

Of ships, whose vastness scaring heaven's 

beholders, 
The sea sustains upon its snow-white shoulders, 
And upon this sandy plain 
Let the pregnant mountains of the main 
Bring forth the troops, their fire-arms brightly- 
gleaming, 
Each man-filled boat the Q-recian structure* 
seeming. 

Unter don enbiqxte. 

ENBIQUE. 

My Lord, you did not wish upon the strand 

Oi Fez, that we our armament should land. 

And this place, for debarkation, 

Ton did cnoose — unhappy situation ! — 

For on one side, by the coast 

Marching, comes a numerous martial host 

Whose speed the wind outvies ; 
- Whose vastness makes the hills increase in size ; 

And with a similar number, Tarudante 
I Leadeth his wife away (the fortunate Lifante) 

From Fez unto Morocco, — 

But learn the tidings better from the echo. 

ALPHOKSO. 

Enrique, 'tis for this that I advance 
To meet them at this pass ; 'tis not through 
chance 



ft * 



woedm horse of Troy. 
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That I, this spot have chosen, but reflection, 

And this the reason is, of my selection : — 

If I, at Fez had landed on the coast, 

I must have fought with their united host, 

But being divided thus in two. 

With smaller power I can each force subdue ; 

' And so, before they can prepare, 

: Sound to arms. 

EKBIQUE. 

M7 Lord, reflect — ^take care ; 
Unseasonable seems this movement. 

ALPHONSO. 

Oh ! mine ire 
No tardy-footed counsel doth desire, 
Nor doth my vengeance know the way 
Even to brook a mementos brief delay ; 
Let Africa beware, 
In my strong hands the scourge of death I bear. 

EKBIQITE. 

Already hath the night begun. 

And see, the shining chariot of the sun 

Has ceased the clouds of evening to iUume. 

ALFHOKSO. 

Well, let us combat in the gloom ; 
The faith that animates my soul to-day, 
Nor any power, nor time, can take away. 
Fernando, if the martyrdom you sufler, 
Since it is his own cause, to God you offer. 
Certain is the sacred victory. 
Mine will be the honour, thine the glory. 

EITBIQUE. 

Thy daring pride doth lead thee much too fiur. 
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The Ghost of dots rEEKANDO loithvn, 

I : Great Alphonso ! to the attack ! war ! war ! 

A trvmpet sotmds. 

ALFHOKSO. 

Hear you not these mingled voices breaking 
The silence, and the swift, sad night-winds 
waking ? 

EITBIQXJE. 

Yes : and with them too do I hear the rattle 
Of arms, and trumpets charging to the battle. 

ALPHONSO. 

Forward, Enrique ! doubts had not delayed you 
If you relied on Heaven. 

Enter feekaisdo, dressed in his ca^pitulary cloak, 
and with a torch in his hand, 

rEENANDO. 

Tes ! it will aid you ; 
For the Heavens regarding 
Tour faith and zeal, your piety rewarding, 
Will this day defend you. 
And to free me from my slavery doth send you ; 
For in return (a rare example) 
Of many temples, God doth offer me one temple, 
And with this flame-bespangled 
Torch, from the streaming orient disentangled. 
Before the army gliding. 
Thus shall I go, the lightyour footsteps guiding, 
That thy triumphs may be thus propitious, 
And equal, great Alphonso, to thy wishes. 
To Fez advance, not there new laurels getting. 
But that thy morning rise upon my setting. 

Eivit. 
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ENBIQUE. 

Alphonso, I still doubt my eyes deceive. 

ALPHONSO. 

And I do not. I bow and I believe, 
And if it be for G-od's divinest glory, 
No more cry " war !" the cry be " victory !'* 

JEspeunt 



SCENE IV. — BEroEE the walls of fez. 

Enter the kino and selim ; on the walls appear 
DON JUAN and a Captive ; before them is a coffin ; 
in it appears to he the body of the infante. 

JTIAN. 

Now rejoice ! rejoice ! barbarian, 
That thy tyranny hath ta'en 
The noblest life of the world ! 

KING. 

Who are you ? 

JUAN. 

A man, who though he should be slain 
For it, shall not leave Eemando, 
And though madness choke my breath, 
Like the mithful dog, I shall not 
Leave my master even in death. 

KING. 

Christians, this is an example 
"Which, to future times may figure 
What was due unto my justice, 
For it cannot be called ngour — 






I 

[ 
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That revenge which overtaketh 
Wrongs to royal persons done. 
Now let Alphonso come and free him. 
With arrogant presumption, 
From his chains ; for tbough hath faded 
The high hopes that once I had 
Of Ceuta, he will lose the haughty- 
Hope of freeing him ; I'm glad, 
In this narrow cell to see him. 
For though dead, he shall not be 
Free of my renowned resentment : 
Thus exposed, in mockery 
Let him lie for all beholders. 

JTiAir. 

King, thy punishment is near, 
For upon the fields and waters 
I can plainly see, from here. 
Coming swift my Christian standards. 



KlSGt, 

Let us mount upon the wall 
To investigate these tidings. 



They go in. 



JTJAK. 

Down the drooping banners fall, 
And the sullen drums are muffled, 
Fires and lights are out, and all, 
All things wear the signs of mourning. 

The drums heat a moti/rnful march ; enter the Ghost 

of DDK FEBKAITDO hearing a lighted torch, and 

followed hy don alphonso a/nd don ensique at 

the head of their troops, with whom as prisoners 

come TABTIDANTE, PHENIX, and MITLET. 

EEBNANDO. 

Through 3 >f ) night, 

By wiU weth, 
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Have I led you ; now the sun 

Faintly through the grey clouds gloweth. 

Thus, victorious, great Alphonso, 

I, to Fez have led thy feet. 

This is Fez : behold the ramparts. 

For my speedy ransom treat. 

Disappears. 

jLLPHONSO. 

Ho, there ! on the walls, to speak 
To the King I crave an audience. 

Miter the king and selim on the walls. 

KING. 

Valiant youth, what dost thou seek ? 

That you yield me the Infante— ' | 
The G-rand Master Don Fernando ; 1 

Phenix here and Tarudante, I 

Prisoners now, will be his ransom : j 

Thus we shall depart in peace. 
Choose now which of these thou pleasest, 
Thy daughter's death or his release. ' 

EINTG to SELIM. 

What can I now do, friend Selim, 
In a perplexity so strange ? 
Fernando 's dead, and see, my daughter 
Is in their power — how great a change 
In the condition of our fortunes, 
Since I have fallen to such a state ! 

PHENIX. 

How is this, my lord, that seeing 
My person hemmed by ills so great. 
My life in this extremest peril, • 
My honour in this dangerous strait ; 
Can you hesitate to answer ? ' 
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Can your anxiety delay 

Even for a minute or an instant 

The words of liberty to say ? 

In thy hand my life is lying, 

And you consent (oh ! fatter pain !) 

That mine (oh ! grief beyond expression !) 

Should thus unjustly wear this chain ! 

On thy voice my life is hanging, 

And (cruelty beyond compare !) 

Thou permittest mine to trouble 

Vainly thus the realms of air ! 

With thine eyes, you see my bosom 

Thus the aim of pointed spears, 

And you consent, that mine should sadly 

Weep those useless tender tears ! •, 

Once my King, but now a wild beast. 

Once my sire — an adder now — j 

Once my judge, but now my headsman, j 

Nor king, nor judge, nor father thou ! / 

KTSGt, 

Phenix, if I have not given thee 

Answer sooner— as 'tis known 

Unto Heaven — 'tis not to deny thee 

Life, when thine would cost mine own. 

And since now, both one and the other 

Can no longer here delay, 

Know, Alphonso, that when Phenix 

Tester evening took her way 

Out of Fez, two glorious planets 

Down in two seas — one dirk and dtin — 

The sea of death ; one bright with sea-foam, — 

Sank the Infante and the Sun. 

Within this poor and narrow coffin 

His lifeless body lieth lone ; 

Give death unto the beaateous FheniXy 

And let my blood for his atone ! 
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PHENIX. 

Ah ! woe is me ! from this sad moment 
For me, now every hope is o'er ! 

KING. , 

No remedy for me remaineth ! 

By which to live one instant more ! ^ 

EITBIQUE. 

God of mercy ! what sad tidings ! 

Ah ! ye Heavens, we have delayed \ 

Far too long to give him freedom ! 

i 
ALPHOIfl^SO. 

Do not say so, if the shade 

Of Fernando said, thus darkly — 

Free me from this slavery, — 

It was for his corse he said it, ; 

That, for many temples, he ! 

Might obtain one for his body, ; 

And for this be ransomed ; I 

King of Fez, do not imagine 

That Fernando, even dead. 

Is not worth this living beauty ; 

For him, though thus dead he Heth, 

I exchange her : then, I pray. 

Send us snow for these bright crystals — 

JanuaiT for this May, — 

Eoses dead for living diamonds, 

And a hapless corse in fine 

For a goddess-seeming image. 

KiKa. 
How ! what mean these words of thine. 
Brave, invincible Alphonso ? 

ALPHONSO. 

Him, permit these slaves to lower. 

PHEira. ; '• 

Thus I am a corse's ransom ! ■ . '■ 

Now Heaven's prophecy is o'er. ' ( j 



■j-j 
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KING. 

Carefully let down the coffin 
By the wall, with all things meet. 
I myself, to make delivery, 
Qto to throw me at thy feet. 



The coffin is let dovm hy cords from the walls, 

ALPHONSO. 

Let me in mv arms receive thee, Y 
Martyred pnnce — divinely grand. • 

ENBIQXJE. 

Accept my reverence — sainted brother. 
Enter the king, don jttan, and captives. 

JXJAN. 

Let me kiss thy victor hand. 
Brave Alphonso. 

ALPHONSO. 

Ah ! Don Juan. 
Ah ! my friend, a piteous tale. 
Have I learned of the Lifante. 

JXJAir. 

TiU his death, I did not fail 
In my attendance ; till I saw him , 
Free beneath his native skies, 
Dead or living, to be with him 
I had vowed — see, there he Hes. 

ALPHONSO. 

I must clasp thy hand, my uncle. 
For although, through luckless fate, 
I, to draw thee from this danger. 
Came, H iord, too late. 



/\ 
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Yet in death, which is the greatest, 
Can true friendship be displayed ; 
In a sacred sovereign temple, 
The grave deposit shall be made 
Of thy consecrated body. 
I deliver, king, to thee, 
Tarudante and fair Phenix, 
And I ask of you, that she 
With Muley be let to marry, — 
Por the friendship that I know 
He did bear to the Infante. 
Come, now, captives, let us go ; 
Look upon your prince, and bear him 
On your shoulders to the fleet. 

KrSGt, 

It is right they all go with him. 

ALFHOKSO. 

To the solemn sound and sweet 

Of trumpets, and the drum's low musia 

Let the army all attend. 

Marching in the usual order 

Of interment ; and so end, 

Humbly asking you to pardon 

The great errors that it hath — 

The Lusitanian Prince Fernando 

Firm and Constant in the Faith. 
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THE SECRET IN WORDS. 



9 Conutrp. 



<t ^ 
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PEESONS EEPEESENTED. 



FLERIDA, Duchess of Parma. 

LAURA. \ 

FLORA, \ her Ladies. 

LIVLA., j 

HENRY, Duie ofMarUva, 

FREDERICK, Secretary to the Duchess, 

LISARDO, A Gentleman, cousin to Laura. 

ARNESTO, Governor of Parma, father to Laura., 

FABIO, Fredrick's servant. 

Ladies, Musicians, Attendants, Soldiers, 4bc. 



SCENE, PARMA. 
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JaJlvra,, aside, 

Alas ! that I alone should know the cause 
Of all this sorrow that the world can pierce not ! 

PBEDEBIGE. 

A thousand times I humbly kiss the earth 
Whereon you tread, for there, believe me, lady, 
By the bnef contact of your beauteous feet 
More flowers are bom without the aid of time 
Than April bears with all its labouring hours* 

PABIO. 

I will not kiss the earth whereon you tread, 
Nor where you have trod, not I. I'm not so bold, 
For that no more is earth, 'tis changed to Heaven ; 
It is enough for me to stoop and kiss 
The ground that you intend to tread upon. 
Which is the way, then ? whither are you going ? 
For I would wish to kiss the ground l)efore*you. 

Unter lisaedo. 

LISARDO. 

A gallant cavalier, my lady, 
Who doth claim a near alliance 
With the duke of Mantua, prayeth 
That your grace will grant him leave 
To present to you a letter. 

ELEBIDA. 

Oh ! how much the duke of Mantua 
Wearies me with his addresses ! 

ABNESTO. 

Why, my lady, if on every 
Ground he is your proper suitor ? 

ELEBIDA. 

Then that reason is suflBcient, — 
For I do not wish to wed. 
Say, he may approach, Lisardo. 
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Hopeful dreamer that thou art — 
Think not, with thy fond complaining. 
Thou canst cure thy bosom's paining. 
Change a bright eye's cold disdaining. 
Calm thy heart and cool thy brain ; 
It were treason unto reason, 
If love came but in lore's season — 

CHOBUS. 

Ah ! but what availeth reason, 
Which for love itself is vain ? 

Enter hekby, tbedebice, and tabid, as if 
following the Musicians. 

TBEDEBICK. 

Since to me you have confided. 
How you hither came in secret 
To behold the fair Flerida, 
You may now enjoy that pleasure 
Thus concealed. 

HEKBT. 

How much, my Frederick, 
Do I owe unto your friendship P 

TBEDEBIGE. 

More I owe unto your favour. 
Since you give me the great honour 
Of your confidence. 

HSlfrBT. 

Why, truly. 
To none else would I have done so. 

TBEDEBICE. 

Say no more upon the subject 
As this servant has no notion 
Who you are. 



■,M 
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FABio, aside. 

Though I endeavour 
To find out who is this stranger, 
With more mysteries about him 
Than a rosary, and secrets 
Greater than a priest, I find it 
All in vain. 

FBEDEBICE. 

This park and garden, 
Do they please you r 

« 

HEIHEtY. 

I can only 
Say, that all the various fictions 
I have read for my amusement. 
To fill up a leisure moment, 
Ne'er could give me an idea 
Of a scene so fair — so beauteous 
As this real one before me. 
Groves like these ne'er blessed my vision. 
Though before my £EUicy trembled. 
Now the green woods of Diana, 
Now the golden bowers of Venus. 

FBEDEBICE. 

So o'erwhelmed is fair Flerida 

With a soft unceasing sadness. 

Which firom Heaven she doubtless suffers 

For her infinite perfections. 

That we all with one another 

Strive with emulous endeavour 

To remove or dissipate it. 

'Tis for this, my lord, that often. 

On these sunny, sweet May mornings. 

She doth seek this pe: )fui region. 

Where we i ke with i and music 

Simple vyl j ber. 
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HEKBT. 

'Tis surprising, with her beauty, 

Youth, and wit, and rare endowments, 

That this gloomy feeling ever 

Should have gained such influence o'er her, 

And that she, by birth the duchess 

Of fair Parma, and whom Heaven 

Dower' d with noblest gifts and blessings, 

Was not shielded from the venom 

Of this arrow from the quiver 

Of unpitying time and fortune. 

Is it possible that no one 

Has yet found her cause of sorrow ? 

TBEDBBIGK. 

No one. 

TABIC. 

No one ? How can you say so, 
When I know it ? 



FBEDEBICK. 



JiiBlO. 



Tou? 



No less. 



FBEDEBICE. 

Speak! why dally? 



HENBT. 

What do you wait fbr ? 

lABIO. 

Tell me, can you keep a secret ? 

THE TWO. 

Oh ! yes ! yes ! 



i 
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PABIO. 

Then, know her sorrow 
Springs from .... 

PBEDEBtCK. 

Pause not. 

HEITBY. 

Tell it quickly. 

FABIO. 

Being in love with your humble servant, 
And (so much she dreads my scorn) 
That she dares not speak her passion. 

FSEDEBICK. 

Hence ! you fool. 

sqsKBT. 

Begone ! you madman. 

TABIC. 

Well, now hear ; if 'tis not that, — 
'Tis something else. 

The music is heard approaching. 

HBNBT. 

Hark ! now returning 
Comes the troop in this direction. 

FBBDEBIOX:. 

Leave me now, for I am anxious 
To rejoin them as they enter ; 
Partly that it is my duty. 
Partly that my life will leave me 
If I lose the cnance of seeing 
One I seek among these ladies. 

HEITBT. 

I desire] 
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You the least ; nay, rather going 
Hence, •and qidckly here returning, 
Speak to her myself; for I, 
Now that I have seen her beauty, 
Long to try her mental culture : 
By that stratagem we thought of 
Tester night, and which consists in 
My presenting my own letter. 
As my own sent secretary, 
I can speak to her, and thus 
Learn, since I have come to see her, 
1£ 'tis true, that fortune ever. 
Loveth to assist the bold. 

JSxit 

TBEDEBICE. 

Li a notable dilemma 
Am I placed, for if I tell 
"Who he is, I break the secret 
Which was trusted to my heart 
By the duke ; and if I tell not, 
Then I violate the duty 
That I owe imto Plerida ; 
I, who am her trusted servant, 
Vassal, kinsman, all combined : 
What am I to do ? But why — 
Why deliberate about it ? 
Duiy is a claim preceding 
The confiding of a friend. 
But, ah me ! if I deprive me 
Of the duke's regam, I lose 
AH the hopes I formed, his palace 
Would become the safe asylum. 
The sure shelter of my love ; 

When my Laura Ah! why speak thus? 

Back, dear sound, into my bosom ; 
Even to breathe her name aloud 
Makes me fear that I o£fend her. 



i 
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PABIO. 

Master, who may be this stranger, 
Who, disguised, anives by nignt-time. 
And conceals himself by oay r 

TBEDESICK. 

He is a friend, to whom I'm under 
Some obligations. 

TABIC. 

Was he then 
Your valet once, you feel so grateful ? 
But why should 1 speak about it ? 
Be he who he may, he's welcome, 
Very welcome, for at least 
While he's here, we'll fare the better^ 
Eat and drink more for some days ; 
Bed and board then freely give him, 
Por the trouble is repaid 
Amply by the pleasant bearing 
Of a Uvely guest at table. 

PBSD£BIGE. 

They are coming. Fabio, silence ! 

Unter plebida and her attendants aa hrfore. 

7L0BA sin^fs. 

If without being worthy of her 
Thou dost dare to be the lover 
Of Antandra, young and fair, 
Suffer silently thine anguish, 
For the cause whereby you languish 
It were idle to declare ; 
Blame the star, whose fatal warning 
Shone upon thy natal morning, 
Not the maiden's gentle scorning, 
Which her heart cannot restrain, — 
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Call for aid upon thy reason, 

To protect thee from such treason. 

CHOEXJS. 

But of what availeth reason, 
Which for love itself is vain ? 

rLEEIDA. 

Whose words are these ? 

EBEDEEICE. 

Senora, they are mine. 

ELEBIDA. 

I always note that in the songs they sing me, 
And which they tell me have by you been written, 
Tour one unchanging plaint is ever love. 

EBEDEBIOE. 

I am poor. 

ELEBini.. 

Of what importeth this to love ? 

EBEDEBICE. 

To merit being loved, it much imports ; 
And thus you see, that I do not complain 
Of feeling love's sweet bitter pain, Senora, 
But that I do not merit being loved. 

I'LEBIDi.. 

But canst thou, Frederick, love so base an object 
That can be influenced by thoughts of gain P 

EBEDEBICK. 

It were a crime to charge her innocent heart 
With such a thought. 
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PLEBIDA. 

Whom do you blame ? 

7BEDEBI0K. 

Myself ! 

TLBBIDi.. 

And why ? 

PBBBEBIO]^. 

Because I dare not speak of love, 
I do not say to her nor to her kindred. 
But even to her very menial slaves ; 
Knowing the lover that has nought to give 
Has little chance of gaining what he asks. 

ELEBIDA. 

A lover who doth own himself to be 

So helpless, can at least declare the name 

Of her he loves. It surely cannot shock 

The most extreme respect that he should speak it. 

Who doth pronounce himself so badly used. 

And so, good Frederick — loving but not meriting — 

It doth appear most strange that no one yet 

Has learned the name of her you love so well. 

EBEBEBICK. 

So guarded in my silence is my love, 
That many times I have resolved, Sefiora, 
Never to speak — ^lest in some thoughtless hour 
My secret might escape me with my words : 
So sacred is this hidden love I cherish, 
That even the very air on which I live, 
When it doth seek the prison of my breast, 
I question whence it co For I have grown 

Suspicious even of the ot& of heaven, 
Lest it si ] to other ears 

The kaoi my despair. 
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VLBBIDiu 

Enough, enougl^ for you are very secret, 

And very foolish in your secrecy ; 

But how then comes it, thus addressing me, 

That you can speak with so much zeal and warmth 

About your love, forgetting who I am ? 

FBEDEBIGK. 

Who is to blame for this offence, Sefiora ? 
You deigned to ask and I have but replied. 

PLBBIDA. 

You, for you answered more than I did ask. 
Arnesto ! 

AXSTESTO. 

Please your grace ! 

PLBBIDA. 

Be sure 
To forward unto Frederick 

FBBDBBICK, (iside. 

Ah! I die. 

FLBBLDA. 

Two thousand ducats, as a gift fix)m me. 

That with them he may gain o'er the servants 

Of his mistress ; for I do not wish. 

That, presuming on his cowardice, 

He thus strangely should again address me, 

Trembling so to think of one away. 

And yet so daring in my very presence. 

PLOBA, aside to Lima, 
How changeable and fickle is her sadness ! 

MViA, to Tier. 
Erom one extreme she flies unto another. 
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LAXJBA, aside. 

Alas ! that I alone should know the cause 
Of all this sorrow that the world can pierce not ! 

TBEDEBICK. 

A thousand times I humhly hiss the earth 
Whereon jrou tread, for there, believe me, lady, 
By the brief contact of your beauteous feet 
More flowers are bom without the aid of time 
Than April bears with all its labouring hours. 

EABIO. 

I will not kiss the earth whereon you tread, 
Nor where you have trod, not I. I'm not so bold, 
For that no more is earth, 'tis changed to Heaven ; 
It is enough for me to stoop and kiss 
The ground that you intend to tread upon. 
Which is the way, then ? whither are you going ? 
For I would vdm to kiss the ground before you. 

Unter lisabdo. 

LI8ABD0. 

A gallant cavalier, my lady, 
Who doth claim a near alliance 
With the duke of Mantua, prayeth 
That your grace will grant him leave 
To present to you a letter. 

ELEBIDA. 

Oh ! how much the duke of Mantua 
Wearies me with his addresses ! 

ABSESTO. 

Why, my lady, if on every 
Ground he is your proper suitor ? 

ELEBIDA. 

Then that r«««nn £cient, — 

Por I do n vo d. 

Say, he j 



Kneels. 
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FBEDEBIGK, (mde. 

I shall not betray his secret, 
Soon to need him as a friend. 

Unter hbnbt. 

HEKBl^. 

Dazzled, troubled, to thy feet 
I, Senora, come : — a haven 
May they be for my misfortunes. 

FLEBIDA. 

Prom the earth arise. 

HEKBT. 

The duke, 
Mj^ good lord, presents this letter 
Unto your grace's hands by me. 

TLEBIDA. 

How is his highness ? 

HEITBT. 

I would say 
Dead with love, if hope's elixir 
Kept him not alive. 

TLEBIDA, 

Whilst T 
Bead, remain not so. 

Beads to herself. 

HENBY, arising and aside. 

The pencil 
Lied, that strove to paint her beauty, 
Leaving many a charm unlimned. 



Gives it 
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LiSABDO, to Amesto* 

At length, my lord, the powers I waited 
From my father have arrived. 

ABIOISTO. 

I am glad they have come. 

I'LOBA, to Laura. 

How gracefiil 
Is this stranger's mien a^d bearing 
Who has brought the letter, Laura ; — 

LAURA.. 

I have not even looked at him. 

PLOBA. 

I am not surprised, your cousin 
Being here, and you well knowing 
How devotedly he loves you ; 
And that now your sire, Amesto, 
Speaks with him about your marriage. 
It were like disdain or scorn 
If you could regard another. 

LAUBA. 

Not to him, do I, believe me, 

Owe this thought or want of thought. 

I'BEDEBiOE, aside. 

While the duchess still is reading, 

Amesto and Lisardo speaking, 

Love instruct me to be bold. 

And the letter ? [^Aside, to Laura, 

LAUBA, aside. 

It 11 written. 
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FBIDBBICK. 

Thanks ! but how can I receire it ? 

LAUBA. 

Have you not a glove ? 

FBBDEBIOK. 

I have. 

LAUBA. 

Then with it ... . 

FBSDBBICE. 

I understand you. 

ABinBSTO, to Idaardo. 
All is very well. 

LISABDO. 

As ages 
"Will my love compute the moments, 
Beauteous Laura, to my hope. 

FLBBIDA. 

The duke informs me in this letter 
How you, being his near kinsman, 
It is needful, you, from Mantua 
Should absent yourself some days, 
Until he succeeds in making 
An arrangement or conclusion, 
Relative to some late trouble, — 
Duel — challenge — some dilemma 
Love it seems has placed you in. 

HENBT. 

True it is, my crime was love. 

FLEBIDA. 

Protection, for his sake and yours. 
Here I offer you in Parma, 
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So that you may now continue 
At my court from this day forth. 
I shaUy presently, an answer 
Write unto the duke, and send it 
To his grace. 

HXNBY. 

May heayen, Seilora, 
Through eternal happy ages 
Guard your life ! ana may we all, 
Mantua's noble yassals, merit 
To behold ourselyes so happy 
Ab ere long 

ISo more : remember 
That it is my strict injunction, 
Whae you are my guest in Parma, 
That you speak not on this subject 
Until I may speak to thee. 

You will see that I obey thee. 

FLEAIDA. 

And that you, when you are writing 
To the dute how I amuse me, 
As no doubt you have instructions 
So to do, from time to time- 
All be seated, since the sun 
In thick, dusky clouds enveloped, 
Seems to peep with stealthy glances, 
Eather than to beam bright <my ; — 
Here, my ladies, take your places 
At this side : and you, Amesto, 
Some quaint question now propose. 

ITie ladies nt dawn at one side qf Merida, 

and the gentlemen remain standing at 

the other. 
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ABinesTO. 

Though my white hairs might excuse me 
Prom a share in this sweet pastime ; 
Still, to gratify Senora, 
Thee in aught, I put the question — 
" What is love's most Intter pain ? " 

TLEBiDA, to Sewnj, 
Sir, it is for you to answer. 

HENBT. 

I? 

FLEBIDA. 

To thee^ as guest and stranger, 
We precedence grant. 

HBKBT. 

In this 
I obtain a double favour, 
And that I may forfeit not 
The advantages you give me, 
I proclaim the pain I suffer : 
That of loving where I'm scorned, 
Is the greatest pain of love. 

PLOBA. 

I believe its greatest anguish 
Is the pang that rends my bosom, 
That of scorning without loving. 

LIVIA. 

'Tis absence. 

USABDO. 

Jealousy. 

fbedebice:. 

The feeling 
Of loving without hope or cure. 
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TLXBIDA* 

I think its greatest pain is loving 
In gloomy suflfering and silence, 
Without the power of explanation. 

LAUBA. 

And I, to love, and be beloved. 

I'LSBIDA. 

That's a somewhat novel reason : 
'Twill be hard to prove, dear Laura, 
That to love and be beloved 
Is the greatest pain of loving. 

LAtTBA. 

9 

I will prove it, notwithstanding. 

AJUSTESTO. 

Now let each one prove his meaning. 

HSVBY. 

Since I made the first beginning, 
'Tis for me to prove the anguish 
Of being hated where we love. 

VABio, aside. 

Now we'll hear enough of nonsense. 
The more the wit, the more the foUy. 

Love is a planet, shining &r 
With varymg beam in heaven above. 
And so the greatest pain of love 
Is to love a^Qst one's star : 
He who doth yoke him to the car 
Of some proud beauty's scornful eyes, 
Which glance upon mm to despise, 
Vainly by lut star ia warned. 
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He who loTee where he is scorned, 
Struggles with opposing skies. 

ELOBA. 

He who lifts his heart above 

To some proud eye's scornful glowing, 

Has at least the bliss of showing 

That he suffers for his love, 

Which may yet her pity move — 

But that more unhappy one, 

Who feeleth scorn, yet loveth none. 

Suffers without any merit. 

Neither can her heart inherit 

Aught the other may have won. 

LISABDO. 

He who loves, and yet is hated, 
She who hates, but cannot love, 
Both a separate anguish prove. 
Which in time may be abated 
With the thought that they are fated 
By the will of heaven above. 
But the jealous pang we feel 
When we happen to discover 
Prom some dearer fevoured lover. 
What his eyes cannot conceal. 
This nor soothing time can heal— 
Nor thought of heaven's impartial plan, 
Love is but the work of fate. 
Destiny controlleth hate. 
But jealousy is bom of man ! 

LrviA. 

Many times the world has seen. 
When the torch of love expires. 
Jealousy relume its fires 
Brighter than thev once had been, 
Love returns to glad the scene ; 



'A 
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Awakened by its glowing breath. 
But absence, which the wise man saith 
Is the grave of love, may strive, 
Vainly such a boon to give — 
Absence is love's quickest death, 
While jealousy doth make it live. 

ESEDEBIOE. 

He who scorned still adores, 

She who worshipped still doth scorn — 

He whom jealousy's sharp thorn 

Woundeth with its poisoned sores ; 

He who the absent maid deplores — ^ 

All live beneath hope's horoscope : 

Time may bring them some rehef. 

But naught can cure the deadly grief 

Of him who loveth without hope. 

FLEBIDA. 

He who without hope doth grieve, 
Can at least his state declare. 
And by telling his despair 
May some soothing calm receive ; 
But he whose heart is doomed to heave 
In secret, shares a sadder lot, 
To the anguish of not feeling 
Hope, is added the concealing 
Even that he feels it not. 

LAUBA. 

He who loves, and is beloved, 
Ever lives in hope and i , 
Erom the midst of :e 

Some fiEUicied evil, tar r >vi , 
Wounds him like a hid< sp< ; 
In his passion ai . 
He ie< n 
Ofh 1, 
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And the proud disdainer's anger ; 

As to jealousy, heaven knows, 

He feels its added pang as well ; 

He cannot for a moment dwell 

From his loved mistress, but the throes 

Of absence in his bosom swell. 

'lis true, despair can find no jicope 

Whereon its toophy to erect ; 

But having nothmg to expect. 

He cannot feel the joy of nope ; 

If silence be a griel^ 'tis his. 

He cannot speak his bosom s bliss ; 

And thus he feels the pain of each 

Who wanteth hope, or wanteth speech. 

'Twould seem, indeed, a man like this 

Is wholly out of misery's reach. 

So much doth love his bosom bl66S»<^ 

But, in the midst of all his joy, 

There comes the shadow of annoy, 

Lest fate, perchance, may make it less ; 

And thus his breast contains each feeling 

That our several lips have stated, 

Of being loved, and being hated-rrr 

Both of speaking and concealing-r-^ 

Jealousy and absence mated. 

Thei^ nil arise, 

PLBlUEnAf 

These are sophistries, my Laura, 
With which you have Gfought to show 
Merely wit, but which by reason 
Are entirely unsustained. 

LAUBA. 

That is true : for it were sad. 
Love's supremest object being 
To be loT^d i» twut , . . . • 



.ii 
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FliEBISiiL. 

Tour glove— 
Laura drops her fflove. M'ederick raises it^ 
and exchanges it for his own* 

I'BEDSBICK. 

I shall raise- it. 

A&NEBTO. 

Stay, detain thee. 

LIBABBO. 

I would hold it. 

PBXDEBICK. 

K I meant 
To detain it, or to hold it, 
I methinks could compass both ; 
But as I do not intend it, 
There does not arise, Lisardo^ 
Any cause for a dispute ; 
And since reaching it more quickly 
"Was not merit but good fortune, 
See, to Laura I return it. 

Presents the glove to Laura, 
Take it, lady, and I think 
That my quickness is rewarded 
More than amply, since I feel 
That I serve, and not offend thee. 

LISABDO. 

Frederick, you have most discreetly 
Drawn me from a grave position 
Of embarrassment. 

7LEBIP4.. 

Tome 
You and he have 1 be \ ting, 
For xbiA 
Inn 
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From the ground to raise the merest 

Trifle, the most casual trophy, 

Dropp'd by any lady here ; 

And be grateful, that my anger . 

Is not shown more strongly now, 

Than by speaking it : — ^^O Heaven ! ^Ande. 

Zto be the first of women 

Silence ever yet has killed ! 

JEant toith Lma and Mara, 

ABKESTO. 

Quite chagrined departs her highness, 
Though I cannot see the cause ; 
Do not, Laura, for the present. 
Seek her quarter of the coiurt, 
Eather let us seek our own one, 
Since, to meet the varying phases 
Of her changeful moods, I hold 
My apartments in it, being 
Governor of the state as well : 
X desire not you should serve her 
More than proud respect requires. 

LAUBA. 

I in all things would obey thee ; — 
Much Elerida's sudden anger [Aside, 

Doth betray : O love ! I prav thee 
Make it not what I suspect ! 
As they go out, the gentlemen are about fbl' 
htjovng. Amesto returns alone, 

▲BNXSTO. 

Cavaliers, pray whither wend ye ? 

FBEBBBIOK. 

We would go to wait on you. 



ii 
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ABl<nBSTO. 

No, you mnst not with me go ; 

Tou, especially, my nepbewy 

Must remain here. [Meits 

LISABDO. 

I obey thee, 
To my sorrow I must own. 

HEimT, iuide, 

I, with heartfelt joy, obey him. 
Since a human sundQower turning 
Towards my planet I am drawn ; 
Frederick, 1 shall soon rejoin thee. 

Meit in the direction Flerida has gone, 

LI8ABD0. 

Till my vision loses, Laura, 
Thy resplendent beauty, I 
Cannot keep me from thy presence — 
Thou the loadstone of my heart. 



Hunt. 



fbbdebice:. 
Oh ! how much I am delighted, 
That they've left me here alone, 
Since it gives me an occasion 
To peruse this letter now. 

EABIO. 

If I do not lose my reason 
After this, the cause must be 
That I have got none to part with. 

7BXDXBICE. 

What do you wonder at ? 

1*1310. 

Atw 
Aty 
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WMch you must hare got last evening, 
Tou have opened not till now. 

rEBDEEICK. 

Know you whence this letter cometh ? 

FABIO. 

Be it whence it may ; 'tis certain. 
Is it not ? with seal unbroken 
Tou have kept it since last night ? 

ITBEDEBICE. 

'Twas this moment I received it. 

TAJBIO. 

You will make me4ose my senses ; 
No one spoke to you since mom, — 
Doubtless, 'twas the wind that brought it. 

EBEDEBICE. 

Not the wind. It was the fire 
"Which doth bum me and consume me. 

PABIO. 

How !— the fire ? 

ebsbebicb:. 
Yes. 

EABIO. 

Now I^m certain 
That 'tis true 

EBEDEBICE. 

What? 

FABIO. 

You are mad, 
And, a phantom lover turnings 



J? 
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Have created in your fancy 
Some hobgoblin lady fair,* 
"Whom you mentally make love to ! — 
Therefore, now I supplicate thee 
For a favour. 

IFBEDESIOE. 

Say, what fevour ? 

PABIO. 

Since in your conception only 

Liveth this imagined lady, 

Without any soul or hoar 

But what you are pleased to give ; 

Let, at least, her letters reach you 

Filled with loves and tendernesses ; 

For it were a signal error. 

When you craved yourself this favour. 

To despise yourself, my lord. 



Stand apart. 



Need it ? 



I'BEDEBICE. 
Ei3I0. 

And does the letter 



EBEDEBIOE. 

No : for I will own 
It is written all in cypher ; 
Nevertheless, stand off. 

FABIO. 

A lackey^ 
Even of Limbo, I must be, 
Neither pain nor glory tasting. 

* This ii play of La Dama 
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FBBDEBiOE, reading aside. 

" Dear lord and master mine, 

The final torments of my soul commence, 

Since my free choice my &ther will incline, 

By cruel force and tyrant violence. 

Ordering a marriage of dislike and sorrow, 

Whose &tal contract must be signed to-morrow." 

Aloud. 

Oh ! unhappy me, how wretched ! 
What a bnef and fleeting tenure 
Hold I of this life ! Till morning 
Have I but to live : you'll see me, 
Pabio, then 

TABIO. 

What?— 

EBEDEBICK. 

Lying dead ! — 

TABIC. 

You wiU wrong yourself, believe me, 
If you can at all ex^se you ; 
'Tis a vulgar thing to die. 

PBEDEBICK. 

How avoid it ? How avoid it ? 
If this letter is the sentence 
Of my death ? 

FABIO. 

By simply adding 
A short postscript to the letter 
Which you're holding in your hand. 

PBEDEBIOK, aside. 

Scarcely living, scarcely breathing, 

I return to read what follows : — [S0tM^ 



h 
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" And tBuB, although with trembling and distruet, 
Lest anv should our hapless love suspect, 
And BO betray out secret, atill I must 
To-night speak with theo ; and for such effect, 
The garden-gate will not its aid refiiae : — 
Sooner than lose thee, I my life must lose ; 
Cpon the faith of which, accept, I pray, 
THia portrait, which with yours yon may repay." 

Aloud. 
Was there ever roan so happy ! — 
Fabio ! Fabio ! 

-What's the matter f 
You're not dying yet ! — 



FABIO. 

Did I not good counsel give thee F 



With tranquil rapture, 
Full of gladness, proud and happy, 
Sh^ I speak, this tardy night-time. 
With the beauty that I worship. 
thou sun ! heaven's shining champion, 
Driving slow thy golden chanot 
Bound in everlaatmg circles 
The unbounded azure fields, 
Shorten now thy daOy labour, 
Knowing well how many longing 
Eyes thy dazzling light offends ; 
And ye stars ! love's besuteoua planets, 
ytiae with gentler influence over 
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His tumrped dominion, placing 

In its stead your bright repulmds 

Througli the shining hosts of heaten ; 

For the sun your laws hath broken, 

And your sacred rights betrayed. [Mni, 

TABIO. 

He*8 as mad as fifty madmen ! 
But I wonder not at that, 
Mad although he be, — but rather 
To behold myself as mad. 
So absurd as 

Miter VLOBA. 

FLOBA. 

Fabio! 

9ABI0. 

Lady, 
What are your commands ? 

FLOBA. 

That you 
Pollow me this instant hence. 

TABIO. 

Let me know if 'tis a chaUenge, 

That I may to|;ether call 

Eour or fire oi my friends to aid me. 

TLOBA. 

Follow me. 

VABIO. 

And for what purpose 
Must I follow thee P Art thou 
That too liberal, loving lady. 
Giving all her jealousy 
Unto me, and I the lover 
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Giving unto her in tarn 
Not the fouith of a maanimli. 
That I mnflt go following thee P 

'Tis her highneea who desiieth 
To speak with 70a; she is writing, 
And commanded jou to come. 

PABIO. 

Has her highness sent you for me ? 
Heavens ! who knows but Ae has taken 
Coiirage now to own her love ? 

UnUr TLBBiDAy mih « letter. 

1*£BBI3>A. 

Hera, have you called the servant ? 

l'LOBA« 

Here, my ladjr, he doth stand. 

miBIDA. 

Leave, and wait me near at hand. llkUFlora. 
You remain and be observant. 

I'ABIO. 

Yes, my lady, I shall keepL 

Heart and mind both open ; say 

How PU serve you : show the way, 

Por I am willing apd dog-cheap : 

So you've little need to go 

Bound about the bush to persuade xoe. 

73 IDA. 

lUno, I demee yv 1 

Ina 

WU mMt 
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As but due to my position ; 
It is about a ^ye suspicion. 
Of whicb I wish to test the truth. 

FABIO. 

If I can tell I won^t delay it, 
'Tis done at once, as I sludl show, 
Ear more than you desire to know, 
I shall die with the wish to say it. 

riiSBIDA. 

Take this chain. 

PABIO. 

Of course, 'twere rude 
Not to accept it ; rude and cold, 
Since being yours, and made of gold. 
It must, indeed, be very good. 
Ask me : I'm mad to burst this dam 
Of silence, which my zeal reproves. 

riiEBinA* 
Who is the lady Frederick loves ? 

PABIO. 

Unhappy babbler that I am ! 
Since the Eates but one thing hide, 
Senora, 'neath their silent mask, — 
It is the very thing you ask. 

PLEBIDA. 

If you never leave his side, 
Can it be, that, as you say. 
You do know it not ? (O woe !) 

FABIO. 

If he himself doth scarcely know, 
How am I to know it, pray P 



■t 
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riiSBIDA. 

It cannot be his bosom's pain 
Can so secret be. 

FABIO. 

If so, 
Tell it then, I wish to know, 
And I'll give you back your chain : — 
Because, Senora, he doth keep 
His love a thing from all unknown, — 
He, to himself, doth laugh alone. 
He, to himself, alone doth weep ; 
If he receives a letter, why. 
How it arriveth no one knows, 
Nor do we know to whom it goes, 
If he despatcheth a reply ; — 
It was but to-day, that even 
/ found out he wore love's fetter — 
For when he perused a letter 
"Which Barrabas must have given. 
Since none else approached the spot, — 
I, said he, expect to-night. 
By the glimmering stars' pale light, 
To meet a beauteous lady. 

FLEBIDA. 

What! 
Do they meet to-night ? 

FABIO. 

Unless 
Love, some wanton trick repeating, 
Interferes to prevent the meeting. 

FLEBIDA. 

And can it be (O dire < ss !) 
Tha n * 

He k w thee P 



146 THi SECBET ht woitiys. 

TABIO. 

I know this, that it must be 



In the palace. 



7LEBIDA. 

Why? 



TABIO. 

I infer 
That from this ; beyond the scope 
Of change he suffers, in a fire 
Unknown he bums, without desire 
Adores, and loveth without hope, 
And day beholds, and midnight sees 
Him filling a big book with letters ; 
'Tis in a palace, *mong one's betters. 
Only occur such fooleries. 

TLEBIDA. 

Now attend to what I say. 
It must be your special aim 
To find out for me the name 
Of this lady ; from this day. 
Every act of his observing ; — 
And when in his manner you 
Shall discover aught that's new. 
That you think may be deserving 
Of a hearing or relating, 
Come and tell me ; full permission 
Shall I leave for your admission. 

EABIO. 

Then a gentleman in waiting 
Shall I be henceforth 'tis plain, 
Till the secret is found out. 



A 4 
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7LSBIDA. 

And that you may have no doubt 

"Whence will come your loss of gain, 

Know that both must spring from me. 

If my will you do not cross, 

Then the gain ; — ^but tenfold loss 

If to any one, what we 

Now have said, you dare betray. 

FABIO. 

Sly and silent I shall be, 
If the two at all agree. 

ELEBXPA. 

Go with God ! 



FABIO. 

And with him stay ! 



JExtt, 



FLEBIDA. 

fond and foolish thought be still ! 
What tyrant empire is usurp' d by thee, — 
That thou dost come by force to take from me, 
Out of my hands, the reins of my own will ? — 
But why distrust myself, and think so ill 

Of my own strength, and seem afraid to move ? 

Now on myself, ye pitying powers above, 

On my sole self, my only hope must be ; 

But if I must conceal my jealousy. 

Let me, at least, be silent of my love ! — 

Shall they (while doubts my troubled rest de- 

stroying). 
Shall they to-night (while e^ ' hope is dying). 
Upon my fancied igno: ce ; ing. 
Meet and rejoice, tn(3 pours enjoying ? 

It must not De : '* ' J Miorous toying 

1 neither ooal^ reprore, 
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If 'twere unknown ; but when thus known 'twould 

prove 
"Wrong to perBjit ; take pity, heavens ! on me, 
And if I must betray my jealousy — 
Let me, at least, be silent of my love ; — 

This letter, which I wrote, a double 

Duty must discharge, that by 

But he comes : ah ! vainly I 

Struggle to conceal my trouble. 

Enter teederick toith a writing-desk and portfolio, 

FBEDEBICK. 

These letters, please your highness, need 
Tour royal signature. 

rLEBII>A. 

Ah! me — [Aside. 

Courage, strength, dexterity. 
Now my heart requires, indeed ; — 
Frederick, leave the letters there, [Aloud, 

Which at leisure I desire 
To peruse ; as 1 require 
Tour service in a new affair, 
More important in my sight. 
Since it doth my peace import. 

EBEDEBICE. 

What is it ? 

PLEBIDA. 

That you a short 
Journey make for me to-night. 

EBEDEBICE. 

To-night ? 

PLEBIDA. 

To-night ; and here I give 
The letter 



i 
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TBEDEBIOE, (mde, 

&rief begins anew! 

FLEBIDA. 

I 

"WTuch you will bring along with you. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

You know, my lady, that I live 
Only solicitous to show 
My zeal to serve you ; that my breast 
Throbs every hour to know how best 
To pay the duty that I owe ; — 
"When I assure you that to-day 
My health requires it, I believe 
That I the favour will receive 
Which now I ask, and that I may 
Obtain, Senora, leave from thee 
To rest this evening, or permit 

ELEBLDA. 

No, no excuse can I admit ; — 

So trifling will the absence be, 

You can be back by morning's light ; — 

And thiak of this, that I confide 

Even my honour and my pride 

Into your faithful charge this night : — 

So no excuse : — this letter take, 

And on the instant go away. 

Without postponement or delay ; 

The affair is urgent, I shall make, 

Some time, a confidant of you ; 

In person you shall bring it where 

The superscription shall declare, — 

Bring a reply, and so adieu I 
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This night, fair Laura said that she 
Would grant me leave to speak to her ;- 
Has it not then through all its sphere 
One friendly star to sWne for me ? 
What shall I do ? How keep sincere- 
My love, nor do my duty wrong ? 

JEnter fabio. 

TABIO. 

Is not the day extremely long ? 

rBEDEBICE. 

It was the devil sent you here ;— 
This very instant, (cruel pain !) 
I must depart ; (what suffering !) 
Two saddled horses, Eabioi bring. 

TABIO. 

Has a letter come agaLu 

By the fire or the breezes, pray ? 

fUXDlraiCK. 
One has come. 

TABIC. 

What needs it more 
Than to amend it a» before, 
And be glad as Christmas-day y-^ 
Look at it again, indeed 
You wiU find it read much better. 

Even the name upon the letter 
I have not the strength to read ; — 



a 
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FABIO. 

Eead it then, perchance it may 
Not be whai) jou thought it meaat. 

FBEDESICE. 

I shall see to whom I'm sent ; 

" To the duke of Mantua"— 

Now begins a new confusion : \Aiside, 

Doubtless she the duke dotii know. 

And in this way seeks to show 

Unto me, that my collusion. 

Hiding him within my dwelling, — 

Treason is, though not intended ; 

'Tis for this she is ofSsnded, 

This the reason of her telling 

That her pride did so demand it. — 

Oh ! I step &om brink to brink I 

FABIO. 

Does it mend ? 

rSEDEBICK. 

The more I think, 
Less and less I understand it. 

TABIO. 

Is it in cipher P 

TBXBBBICIC. 

What vexation ! 

FABIO. 

Like that sent some time ago 
With figures ? 



((o not know. 
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EABIO. 

Listen then to the narration : 

In Tremezen there lived a man 

That dealt in glass, who felt a flame 

For a fair and comely dame 

Of the place ; in Tetuan 

Long had lived his greatest friend ; — 

She her lover asked one day 

To write unto his jfriend, an'd pray 

That he would a monkey send. 

As lovers ever offer more 

Than even a mistress deigns to ask. 

So he went beyond his task, 

And ordered over three or four. 

She may have her choice, he said, 

When the number thus is rifer ; — 

But the gawk adopting cipher, 

He of Tetuan thus read : 

" Friend, for one whom I revere 

And would please, I beg of thee 

To send to me immediately 

3 or 4 good monkeys here." — 

Mistaking " Or" for :— the affair 

"Was hard enough to manage well, — 

But the glassman's rage to tell, 

When upon his brittle ware 

Soon (alas ! not five or six) 

He, with jfrenzied eyes surveying. 

Saw three hundred monkeys playing 

Thrice three thousand monkey tricks !- 

If the ciphers cause your rigours. 

Free the meaning from these fetters. 

For one ape in Spanish letters 

Turns a hundred apes in figures. 

EBEDEBICE. 

Thus to thwart me ! to encumber ! ; 
Eob the hope that made me rich ! 
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« 

TABIO. 

Is there not some means, by which 
You may send a lesser number ? 

EBEDEBIGS:. 

Who in all the world was ever 
So confused ? What shall I do ? 

Enter HEiraT. 

HENBT. 

What disturbs you ? 

PBEDEBICfc. 

Any clue 
Is, I see, a vain endeavour ! — 
Hear the cause apart. 

They retire and converse together, 

FABIO. 

They go 
Out of hearing : how absurd. 
To doubt of me ! I never heard 
Any guest who spoke so low. 

EBEDEBIGE. 

What is best to do, I doubt. 

HENBT. 

Let us to your house repair ; 
Here we cannot speak, and there 
That the letter may point out. 
If she knows my rank and name, 
Then my only course can be 
To avow ray self : if she 
Still doth know not who I am, 
New expedients we shall try, 
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Which may set all matters right — 
I shall write to her to-night, 
What jou^ll bring as my reply. 

rBEDEEICK. 

You say weU : if I obtain, 

Prom what it says, or does not say, 

The happy privilege to stay 

This night in Parma, I shsJl gain 

For all my sore anxiety. 

For all my griefs and sorrows past, 

A compensating joy at last, 

And still preserve my loyalty ; — ^ 

For if the letter Vas for thee, 

It is no fault in me to do 

As I was told — to give it you, 

No matter where the place might be. 

HEITET. 

When the letter we have read, 
We shall know her whole design. 

PABIO. 

Shall I get, O master mine. 
Horses ready, as you said ? 

7BEDBBICK. 

Fabio, yes : because, though I 
Shall not go, it must appear 
That I did. 

TABIC. 

What joy is here ! 
What means this ? 

TBEDEBIGK. 

Let love reply. 



Now so glad P 

nnrDBBtoK. 

Iff joy admired 
As something stamge P 



"V 



Find the .... 



TABIO. 

Oh! no, foryou 
What? 



SABIO. « 

The cipher^» due. 
And all the apes are not required^ 



SCENE n.— A nooic nr ms ]pa£ao>— vmmra 

UrOer laitsa. 

Oh ! how tardj is the dying 
Of a daj of hope! It seemeth 
As if night had all fbi^gotten 
Its alternate realm to role. 
Since so slowly ftU its riiadowi,^^ 
Mournful biros deeeendii^ Ugh^i 
Beatinff their noctmnoal pmiotiSy 
Spreadmg out their mnricy plomei ;— > 
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Ah ! my Frederi^ if tlie moment 
Came tint I would fir to lee thee. 
Then with thee would ftU mj troohles 
Be consoled and aoothed to peaoe ; 
And Fkrida : — Ah ! mj mistreas, 
Whj thoee efforts art thon making, 
Bj which thou thy scom diasernhkaty 
Ajid Mae &Toar doet pfetoid ? — 
I must pass to h«r i^partment 
Ere the duskj gardens call me, 
As to some anticipated 
Pang of m J afflicted fiite, — 
Bv so doing, I shall compass 
Two advantages, prerentine 
By the first h^ fear'd inquiries. 
By the last m j longing sighs ; 
Since so often occupaticHi 
Speeds the leaden-footed moments, 
Making hours appear the shorter. 
Though no shorter be their flight. 

I^nier TLSBTDA. TLOMJLfoUaw9 with ligkU. 

Laura, cousin, does my friendship 
Merit at thj hands this absence r 
All this day I have not seen thee. 

LAITBA. 

As a favour I esteem. 
That you deigned to miss me, lady ; 
'Twas a slight and casual illness 
Kept me &om thy side so long : 
And though yet but convalescent. 
Ere retiring for the night-time, 
I woidd kiss your hand in going. 
And respectmlly inquire 
How you feel yourself, Senora. 
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PLEBIDA. 

I am sorry tliat jour absence 
Was occiasioned by your Health, 
But am glad that you have liither 
Come to see me, even though late. 
Since, indeed, this night, dear Laura, 
I require your presence here, — 
So, take notice, you continue 
With me. 

LAVBA. 

Think, reflect, Senora .... 

FLEBIDA. 

Why reflect ? When you a thousand 
Times have done the same through kindnesSy 
Do it to oblige me once, — 
For to thee alone, my cousin, 
Can I tell a certain secret. 

LAUBA, aside. 

Was there ever such confusion ? 
If I answer, I but raise 
Some suspicion, (Heaven assist me !) 
And if not, I lose .... 

FLEBIDA. 

What say you P 

LAUBA. 

That I ever am thy faithful 
Servant. 

PLEBiDA, to Flora, 

Leave us here alone : — [^Eait Flora, 
Laura, give me your attention. 
I have ascertained, a lover 
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(Scarcely can I tell it thee) 
Has but now received a letter 
'From some lady, with a promise 
Him to meet to-night. 

LATTBA, iZside, 

O heavens ! 

7LEBIDA. 

And although I know the lover, 
I the lady do not know. 

ljltjba, aside. 
But I do. 

FLEEIDA. 

I must discover 
Who, from out these trellised windows 
That look down upon the terrace, 
Dares to outrage the decorum 
Of my never-broken laws. 

LAUEA. 

Tou do very right, for truly 
'Tis a most unheard-of darmg. 

TLEBIDA. 

"Tis not fitting that in person 
I descend, nor were it right ; 
And I thus, my lovely Laura, 
Trust to you ; for you alone, 
Tou, of all the many persons 
Unto whom imagination 
Wandered in its searching flight, 
Have escaped the smallest shadow 
Of the most remote suspicion. 

LAUBA. 

What are then your orders ? 
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TLEBIDA. 

These: 
Once and many a time descending 
To the garden through the night, 
You become the watchful sentry 
Of my honour, reconnoitring 
Whom you meet within its bounds. 
Think not that my care arises 
Solely from decorum, Laura ; 
No, I wish to know the lady 
Frederick loves— (with strange imprudence 
Has my tongue declared his name ; 
But it matters little !) — cousin, 
This is what I charge you with. 

LATJBA. 

Needlessly thou dost implore me. 
Since, attentive to thy pleasure, 
And obedient to thy will. 
Not alone, as thou commandest. 
Shall I pay a thousand visits 
To the garden, — no, till mom 
Shall it be my joy to stay there, * 
Proud and happy thee to serve. 

Takes the lights as if going, 

rLEBLDA. 

I entrust my peace, my honour, 
Unto thee, my friend and cousin ; 
Thou hast ready wit and prudence, 
Laura mine, be these thy guide — 
Go then, in the way thou wishest ; 
I wHl only say my feelings 
Equal thine, and must be grateful 



JStSit, 



XAVBA. 

God preserve me ! Oh ! how many 
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Objects at one time present them 
To my mind ; upon each other 
Crowd they so, and so depend, 
That when I would make an ending 
Of them all, I find I cannot 
Choose the foremost to begin. 
But why grieve thus ? It is better 
To leave all this tangled net-work 
To the unravelling of time ; 
And to gain on time the sooner. 
Silence is the best conductor. 
Till with Frederick I can speak ; 
He must necessarily show me, 
By his voice or by his face, 
If he loves me or deceives me. 

She enters at one side and returns htf 
the other, 
thou fair and beauteous garden, 
Whose eternal green republic 
Is the chosen clime of. April, — 
April only dwelling here, 
It the G-od that makes thy spring-time. 
It the king that rules thy year ; 
She who oft came hither freely 
To thy fair and fertile bowers. 
To confide her love's sweet secrets, 
To thy flowers and to thy fountains. 
To thy fountains and thy flowers ; 
Xow comes hither, forced and bidden, 
Sleepless, anxious, full of fear, * 
To discover who has hidden. 
With perfidious hand, the aspen 
Jealousy, within my breast. 

A noise within at the grate. 
In the street the signal's given; 
Pull of terror, full of doubt 
Beats my heart : but for what reason P 
If, in all the world, no being 



Md 
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Can more boldly danger dare, 

Since 'tis jealousy defends me 

Who is there ? 

FredericJc ap^eoTB at the grated umdow. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Oh ! do not ask me, 
Beauteous Laura mine, unless 
You desire my sure enjoyment 
Should be changed to sad distrust ; 
If not I, who could it be ? 

LAUBA. 

Do not wonder, do not murmur, 
That I did not recognise thee. 
Since, indeed, you are another 
Person from the one I thought. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

In what manner ? 

LATJBA. 

In this manner: — 
Prederick, at this grate, the duchess 
Left me to find out the lady 
That to-night did here invite thee ; 
From which clearly I infer 
That you have betrayed my favours. 

fbedebice:. 

May the listening Heaven, my Laura .... 
Mine I said, do not reproach me, 
That when truths I came to utter, 
I thus falsely shoidd begin ; — 
May the angry heavens destroy me, 
May a bolt of forked lightning 
Strike me dead, if from my breast 
Eaintest accents ever issued, 

M 
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That my secret could profiEuie ! 
Why need more to undeceive you, 
Than that she confides in you ? — 
And moreover, how, I pray thee. 
Could she tell thee watch for me. 
When she must suppose me absent 
On a journey, of whose nature 
I have not now time to tell ? 

LATJBA. 

Though so far you exculpate you, 
Now explain to me the cause 
Of the interest she taketh, 
[Frederick, in thus detecting 
Who it is that favours you ? 

FBEDEBIOK. 

As to that, though I am doubtful, 
That the cause of these inquiries 
Springs from me and not herself 
Were it not to give thee, Laura, 
Even a greater triumph still, — 
And to bring thy love in deeper 
Debt to mine, to speak my thought ?— 
He who wins what's not resisted 
Scarcely can be said to win : — 
Do not baffle my complainings. 
Since they have a surer base 
In Lisardo, there exchanging 
Seeming ills for certain woes ; — 
Say, ah Laura ! must you wed him ? 

LAUBA. 

I wed not : it is misfortune 
Forms the wish, and not my heart. 

7BEDEBICK, 

One who loves can conquer all things. 
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LATJBA, 



That is true : 'tis also certaLo, 
One who loves, all danger fears. 



PBEnEBIOK. 



Then why write to me that letter, 

Laura, where you fondly vowed. 

Ere you'll lose me, life shall leave thee ; — 

That my portrait I should bring 

In return for thine you sent me ? 



LATJBi.. 



There was not the inconvenience, 
Frederick, that has since arisen. 



FBEDEBIGK. 

What a poor excuse you give me, 
Por your sudden change ! Ah ! Laura, 
If your firm resolve is taken. 
Why waste time at such a moment ? 
Why waste words in speaking to me ? — 
See the portrait that you asked for 
Comes to be the only witness 
Of my jealousy ; — behold ! 
In its setting, it appeareth 
Similar to that dear image 
That you sent me, when with joy 
Looked my happy fortune on me ; — 
For it was my poor ambition. 
Since the jewel was not equal. 
That the case that hid it were : — 
Take it, and but this I ask thee, 
If another thou shouldst wed, 
Look not on it : though but pail 
It will silently upbraid. 

m2 
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XATJBA. 

Frederick, I , . . . But hark ! I hear 
Footsteps through the street approaching. 

7BEDEBI0K. 

Ah ! perhaps you then had told me 
Something would have given me joy, 
If you were not interrupted ? 

LAUBiL. 

Thine I am, and thine for ever, 
Had I said, and now I say it. 

TBEDEBIGK. 

Let him come, whoe'er is coming; — 
No, they turn another way. 

LAITBA. 

Notwithstanding that, 'tis needful 
That I close the grating now. 
Frederick, let my word of parting 
Be a word of caution too : 
Jealous eyes are watching o'er us. 

EBEDEBIGK. 

Need we more for our protection 
Than to watch them too ? 

LAUBA, 

And how P 

TBEDEBIGK. 

I shall send to you a cipher 

In the morning, which wiU show, 
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How before the court and duchess 
Tou can speak direct to me ; — 
And without the least suspicion, 
In the presence of them all, 
Loudly speak, and loudly answer. 

LATTEA. 

This will be, unless I err, 
What is called the spoken secret. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Use all caution in the reading 
Of the letter I shall bring. 

LATTBA. 

I will do so. God defend thee ! 

FBEBEBIOK« 

Heaven protect thy precious life. 

LAITBA. 

Love ! what bitter pangs you cost me. 



EBBBBBIOK. 

Laura ! what to me you owe ! 



Exeunt. 
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ACT n. SCENE L — the paek aitd gabdews. 



Unter fbesebick and easio, in travelling dresses^ 

and hekbt. 

HENBT. 

Frederick, I cannot persuade me. 
That the letter of the duchess 
Had a more mysterious meaning 
Than what it appears to be ; 
Namely, but a courteous answer 
To the one I lately brought ; — 
And she merely sent you with it 
For the adventitious honour 
That the bearer might impart ; 
Thinking doubtless it were proper, 
I, the duke's relation seeming. 
That her messenger should equal 
His in point of birth and rank. 
Do not fear that she suspecteth 
Who I am : and so the best 
Plan for you is, thus pretending 
That from Mantua you come 
"With this letter, which I give you. 
She will never dream or doubt, 
Seeing here my hand and signet. 
But that there you must have been. 

7BEDEBICK. 

Though I recognise with clearness 
All these reasons, and your letter 
Leaves no doubt upon the subject 
That your person is unknown ; 
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Still the fact of her commanding 

My departuisi yester-evening, 

TVlien a lady had appointed 

Secretly to speak with me ; 

That same lady then declaring 

That her highness had discovered. 

How or when she could not tell me, 

All about that trysting-time, — 

When I feel her reputation 

Stands in peril every moment ; 

All these thoughts must leave me, Henry, 

Some remaining grounds of grief. 

HEKET. 

'Tis a subject that requireth 
Greater leisure : take the letter. 
Let us kill the first suspicion. 
And the second soon shall die, 
Almost of itself ; the letter, 
Frederick, take, and so adieu. 

rSEBEBICK. 

WiU you not approach the palace ? — 

HEKET. 

Surely yes ; if it in all things 
Is the country of my soid, 
It its very spnere and centre, 
Every instant that it liveth 
Out of it, it lives in pain. 



JSait. 



TABIO. 

Must a man of honour bear this P 

FBEDEBICK. 

What do you complain of, Eabio ? 
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PABIO. 

I complain, my lord, of naufkt ; 
Merely ask a calculation 
Of the time I thee have served : 
If for every hour you gave me 
What you give me for a year, 
I declare to Q-od, another 
Hour I would not wish to serve. 

fBEDEBICK. 

Why? 

TABIO* 

Becau&e my lucklesd ittoddld 
Is turned topsy-turvy thinking, 
And there's not enough of money 
Up and down the wond, to pay 
Any servant who must think of 
All the bedlam things you Bay. 

How prove this ? 

FABIO. 

Just in this way t 
Fabio ! I am dying, Fabio^ 
This is my last Kviuff day,— 
Hope and life shall die togetiher $ 
Shall I order then your hearse ? 
I inquire, and you replying, 
Answer — No, I shall not die. 
For the night that is approaching 
Shall be glorious day to me : — 
I am very glad to hear it t — 
Fabio !— Madter ! I must go 
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On a journey, get two horses 

Ready-saddled — ^it is done : — 

Now I shall not go, but bring them,—* 

Mount on one ; I do : how far 

Have we gone P A league : then homeward, 

Turn about : and so we turn ; 

Let us seek at once our dwelling ; 

Mind you follow not my steps ;— 

And a thousand contradictionsi 

Little secrets without end, 

Which the devil could not fathom. 

For, in fine, I do not like 

Any master who thus deals in. 

Without being Pope or Pontiff, 

Cases rightly called " reserved.'* 

Silence ; for her highness cometh. 
Mind, remember what I said ; 
That by no means you discover 
How nor you nor I were absent 
Out of Parma all last night. 

FABIO^ 

Oh ! of course : — ^now I am dying [^Aside, 

To reveal it to Plerida, 

For three simple reasons : first, 

To regale my tongue a little ; 

Secondly, for vengeance' sake ; 

Thirdly, to oblige her highness. 

MaPtt, 
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SCENE II. — AKOTHSB PA^T OF THB eABDElfS. 

Enter flebipa and latjba. 

ELBBIPA. 

So, dear Laura, no one ventured 
Down to seek the peaceful region 
Of the garden ? 

LATJBA. 

Say, how oft 
Do you wish that I should tell thee P 

ELEBIDA. 

This once only. 

LAUBA. 

Then believe me, 
That within its beauteous limits 
I remained until the mom, 
Laughing at my strict obedience, 
Turned its laughter into tears, — 
Scattering pearls o'er all its roses, 
StiU the garden no one sought : 
So that for your wild suspicions, 
Save mysell^ perhaps, Senora, 
No one now can give thee grounds. 

PLEBIDA. 

Tes they can, because 'twere easy, 
Laura 

LAUBA. 

"What? 
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Even for that lady 
To discover Frederick's absence 
On a sudden call of duty, 
Which prevented her from going 
To the garden through the night ; 
But at least this consolation 
I have gained, that I prevented 
Once, at least, their conversation, 
And the meeting they had hoped. 

LAUBA. 

That is clear : — thou little dreamest [Aside, 
That thy foolish, jealous nature 
Has been like a magic girdle. 
Binding those thou wouldst divide. 

Enter ebedebick and eabio. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Let me kiss your hand, Sefiora. 

FLEBIDA. 

"Why with such swifb expedition 

Have you hastened homeward, Frederick ? 

EBEDEBIGK. 

The desire I had to serve thee 
Would not let me travel slower. 

FABIO. 

Yes, Senora ; and to Mantua 
As it's but a league 

FBEDEBIOK. 

What say you ? 

FABIO. 

Oh ! I meant to say a dozen. 
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ELEBIDA. 

Do you bring his grace's answer ? 

PBEDEBIGE. 

Could I hither come without it ? 

EABio, aside. 

Well, I never heard such lying 
Done with such a cool assurance. 

ebedebige:. 
This, Seiiora, is the letter. [^Presents it. 

FLEBiDA) aside. 
Yes, 'tis his, my vengeance miss'd not. 

EABio, aside to ebedebick. 
Who wrote this ? 

ebedebice:. 

The duke of Mantua. 

EABIO. 

Even me you would bamboozle ? 

ELEBIDA. 

Sow have you been yourself ? 

FBEDEBIOK. 

So happy, 
In the respectful love I bear thee, 
So rejoiced is my obedience 
To be ever in thy service, 
That I vow to thee, Seiiora, 
Never night appear'd more pleasant. 
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PABio, aside. 

I believe so : though he striveth 
To dissemble thus, he cannot 
Quite succeed. 

LAT7BA, aside. 

The sly expression 
Of his face conveys two meanings. 

PLEitiDA reads, 

" For the honours and attentions 
"Which your grace has paid to Henry, 
And to me, by your despatching 
Even your secretary hither, 
I, indeed, feel so indebted, 
That my soul becometh bankrupt. 
Knowing it is wholly powerless 
To repay, with aught sufficient. 
One or other obligation; 
More than this, when I bethink me 
How my soul is sweetly prisoned 
In a servitude " 



No fiirther : — 
This is of another matter ; — 
I am pleased extremely, Frederick, 
At your diligent demeanour 
In this business. 

EBEnEBIOK, 

And, Sefiora, 
I am proud at so succeeding. 

FLEBIDA. 

You are weary : rest a little : — 
After that, return : despatches 
Of importance wait my signing. 



JBesumes, 
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■ 

EBEDEBIGK. 

Eirst permit me, ere I leave you, 
To present Seiiora Laura 
"With this letter in your presence, 
Por as I would scarcely venture. 
Through respect, to aadress the lady. 
So 'twere wrong in me to give it 
At a time that might offend thee. 

Gives Laura a letter, 

TLEBIDA. 

Whose is this ? 

PBEDEBIGK. 

Indeed, I know not. 
Prom the chambers of the duchess, 
Mother of the duke, a lady 
Came and gave it me ; I fancy, 
Some old friend or near relation. 

FABio, aside. 

Listening to these Hes doth make me 
Dull and stupid as a donkey. 

LAUBA. 

Tes, Senora, the hand-writing 

Now I see is Madame Celia's. 

With your leave, I shall withdraw 

For a little while to read it, — 

'Till I get beyond her eye-sight, [Aside, 

I shall move half dead with terror. 

EBEDEBICK, aside to LAT7BA. 

Bead it quickly. 

LATJBA, to him, 

I shall do so. [Exit, 
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FLSBIPA. 

Oro with God. 

ebedebice:. 

For endless ages 
Live ! and may the bright sun count them ! 

Exit, 

flebida. 

How contented, oh ! how happy- 
Do I feel that I prevented 
This love-meeting; for, though many 
Doubts remain behind, yet also 
Vigilance remains to teach me 
How to mar all future meetings. 

FABio, aside. 

If the future prove like this one, 
You, for certain, have great reason 
To be proud of your manoeuvres. 

FLEBIDA. 

Fabio ! 

FABIO. 

Madam, I have waited 
To speak with you : 'till he left you 
I have lingered here, pretending 
To be looking at these frescoes. 

ELEBIDA. 

Tell me, if, upon the journey, 

He seemed grieved at his departiu^. 

FABIO. 

What departure ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Yester«^vening*B. 
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7ABIO. 

Do you then, my lady, fancy 

That he went Irom this last evening ? 

flj:bida. 

Why, of course, he must have done so, 
Otherwise how could he bring me, 
Not alone the duke's sealed answer, 
But his autograph — his letter, 
Every Une his own hand-writing P 

TABIO. 

How, I know not ;— we departed, 
"Went about a league's short distance^ 
And came back again. 

What say you ? 

rABIO. 

Truth the clearest, most undoubted. 
Or there's none on earth ; he left me 
At his rooms, with strict injunctions 
Not to budge an inch beyond them, 
When he went to meet his sweet-heart. 

Oh ! it cannot be : unsay it. 

FABIO. 

Then 'twas she who came to meet him. 

FLEBXSA. 

Quick ! and tell me what remaineth. 

FABIO. 

He came home at morning, giving 
Many joyful demonstrations 
Of a very kind reception. 



'JA 
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FLEBIDA. 

Tour audacious tongue is lying. 
Lies are duels ; two must make them. 

TLEBIDA. 

Who then sent he with the letter ? 

FABIO. 

No one, 

FLEBIDA. 

How obtain the answer ? 

FABIO. 

Why, what difficulty is there ? 
Since a man who has a demon 
Ever bringing notes and billets, 
Can with equal ease compel him 
Fetch and carry longer letters ; — 
Certainly some strange familiar 
He must have : this proposition 
Proves I do not lie. 

FLEBLDA. 

However, 
Still I hold that you are lying. 

FABIO. 

No ; I vow to Qod, my lady, 
This is true, and true as gospel, 
That he did not leave this city, 
But the whole night spent in speaking 
With his mistress. 
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ELEEIDA. 

Peace, and leave me. 
Laura cometh, I am anxious 
To find out, that I may free me 
TVom the doubts that round me thicken, 
"What this letter is he brought her. 

EABio, aside. 

Well, God help thee for a duchess, 
In the anxious search you're making 
To find out who is the lady 
Frederick woos ; and he, by Heaven ! 
Is so slow to understand her ! — 
Ah ! with me if she would act so, 
I would see it in a moment. 

JEait 

Enter lattea. 

LAUEA, aside, 

Now that I have read the cipher, 
I return to see the duchess. 
That she may have no suspicion 
Of the cause of my retirement. 

FLEEIDA. 

Laura, what has Celia written 
In her letter ? 

LATJEA. 

Oh ! a thousand 
Silly, foolish things, Senora. 
This is it, if you would read it : — 
I will give her the enclosure, [Aside, 

"Which was placed there for deception, 
Having first removed the cipher. 



J 
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TLEBIDA. 

Laura, no, I will not read it ; 
All I wisb is that you clearly 
Understand my cause of trouble. 
Yesterday, as I have told you, 
I discovered that a lady 
Had presumed to write to Frederick, 
And appoint an hour to meet him 
Late last night. 

LAUBA. 

'Tis so, Senora. 

ELEBIDA. 

First, my motive was this outrage 
On decorum : then a feeling, 
Partly curious, partly anxious. 
To find out this unknown lady, 
Made me order his departure, 
And your vigil in the garden. 
Hear now what a spy has told me, 
One whose place is ever near him. 
That last night (ah me ! the torture !) 
Frederick went not forth from Parma, 
But remained the whole night speaking 
With his mistress in the garden. 

LAXJBA. 

"Was there ever heard such boldness P 
Did he name the lady ? 

FLEBIDA. 

No. 

LAUBA. 

Then, Senora, do not trust him ; 
For, supposing he deceived you 

ir2 
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With this counterfeited letter, 
To what end would he deceive me 
Also with the one he brought me ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Are you certain that this letter 
Is your cousin's ? 

LArSA. 

I am certain. 

rLEBIDA. 

Then he must some other person 
Have despatched for both the letters, 
"Who has Daffled my informant. 

LAITBA. 

Tes, no doubt. 

IXEBIDA. 

But still remaineth 
One more doubt. You spent the night-time 
In the garden, and no lady 
To the trelUsed grate descended ; 
Thus 'tis certain, if the story 
Of this man be toue, how Frederick 
Spent the whole night till the morning 
With his mistress, that she is not 
Any one within the palace. 

LAUBA. 

Do not doubt it ; it is easy 
To believe she's of the city. 

PLEBIDA. 

Still I'll make a thousand efforts, 
Each surpassing each in daring, 
To find out who is this lady. 
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LAITBA. 

"Why concern yourself, Senora ? 

ELEEIDA. 

Ask not such a foolish question. 
Laura, since to thee confiding, 
Since confessing to thy bosom 
The affliction that I suffer, — 
AVhat imports it, if he know not ? 
For my pride is so excessive — 
So extreme my "haughty nature — 
That I cannot let hnn wound them, 
Even though he know them not. 

Exit. 

LATTBA. 

'Tis essential to apprise him 

Of these curious overwatchings — 

Of these jealous-eyed espials ; 

But, ah me ! the very reason 

That I give him to be cautious 

"Will reveal to him the secret 

Of Flerida's jealous heart ; — 

And it is no prudent a<;tion 

To inform the firmest lover 

That another loves him well ; 

For the humblest heart is tainted 

So with vanity's sweet poison, 

That what once it thought a favour. 

Soon a thankless debt becomes : — 

Still it is of less importance, 

Than that he should know not (Heaven !) 

Of the spies that clog his footsteps, 

And the dangers that surround : 

To advise him, I am anxious 

Now to make a re-perusal 
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Of the cipher that he gave me, 
Which 1 should remember well. 

She conceals the letter which she has been 

holding, and takes out another, which she 

reads. 
" When you ever wisli, Senora, 
By your voice of aught to warn me, 
You will make, at the beginning, 
With your handkerchief a sign, 
That I thus may be attentive ; — 
Then upon whatever matter 
You would speak, the words that open 
Lines that pauses follow quickly. 
Will be meant for me alone, 
And the rest for those about us ; — 
Then by joining in succession 
All these first words, one by one, 
I can know what you would tell me ; 
And the same course you will follow 
When I make the sign in turn.'* [^Besumes. 
The plan is easy and ingenious ; 
But a difficulty seemeth 
In effecting such a junction 
As will make the separate senses 
Clear to us, and to the others. 
Not to err, again I'll read it. 

Beads to herself. 

Enter lisaedo. 

LiSAEDO, a^de. 

So absorb' d and so attentive, 

Laura looks upon a letter. 

That although, 'tis true, no feeling 

Of a vile suspicious kind. 

Based on jealousy, could make me 

Eail in that respect I owe her, 

Yet a foolish, curious longing 
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Makes me wish to know the pith 
Of a letter so attractive. 
"Would that I could read that paper 
JProm this spot, unseen by her ! 

IiATJEA. 

Who is there ? 

LISABDO. 

'TisL 

LATJEA, aside, 
O sorrow ! 



LISAEDO. 

Why this trouble ? this confusion ? 



LAUBA. 

Neither troubled nor confused 

XISABDO. 

Why, that crumpled paper shows it, 
And your rising blush betrays. 

LAUBA. 

Better read these indications, 

Crumpled letter — rising bloom — 

You will see they do not follow 

As the consequence of grief, 

But the plain effects of insult, 

Which you thus by your suspicious 

Want of confidence mflict ; 

You a traitor ! you a secret 

Spy upon my simplest act ! — 

Guilt's best remedy is ever [Aside. 

Thus to thunder in complaint. 
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LISASDO. 

Laura, I do not distrust thee, 

And that thou mayst know how strong ^ 

How confiding is the feeling 

That my heart preserves for thee, 

Pearing naught of what thou'rt hiding, 

I shall let my tongue demand 

What that paper is. 

A paper 
Which in little floating fragments 
I shall give unto the air ; 
For, to such a foolish question — 
Idle as the wind — 'tis right 
That the wind should give the answer. 

Tears U. 

LISAEDO. 

From the wind I shall regain it. 
Since you give it to the wind. 

liAXJBA. 

Never ! though quite umimportant 
Your attempt to join them so ; 
Still my reputation needeth 
That my anger should chastise 
All these hase and vile suspicions 
Which you dare to show to me, 

LISABDO. 

But 

LAUBA. 

Behold ! the wind has ta'en them : 
As my husband vou are not, 
You have no right to presume thus. 
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LISABBO. 

As thy cousin, and thy lover, 
Though, alas ! not yet thy husband, 
I must reunite the fragments 
Of this serpent of evasion. 
That in every scattered letter 
Deadly venom still doth hold. 

LATTEA. 

Do not so ; for this, Lisardo, 
"Which you call a bloody serpent, 
Is a snake beneath my feet. 

LISABDO. 

Though amid the flowers I perish, 
I will stoop and gather. 

LATJBA. 

No. 

LISABDO. 

Let me, Laura, 

LATTBA. 

Hold! Ungrateful. 

Enter at one side abnesto, and at the other 
FLEBiDA : a little after, tbedebick amd fabio. 

ABNESTO. 

What is all this noise, Lisardo P 

TLEBIDA. 

Laura, what is all this outcry P 

LISABDO. 

It is noising. 
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LATJEA. 

Nay, your highness, 
It is much : now, love, assist me ! 

Aside. 

AENESTO. 

Wilt thou speak thus ? [To Liaardo, 

TLEBIDA. 

"Wilt thou quarrel ? [To Laura. 

AENESTO. 

With thy cousin ? 

rLEBIDA. 

Thy betrothed ? 

AEOTBSTO. 

Say, Lisardo, what has happened ? 

ELEEIDA. 

Laura, what has passed between you ? 

LISABDO. 

It is nothing that I know of. 

LATTBA. 

It is much: you know, Senora, 
That you left me here this instant 
Beading Madam Celia's letter. 

rLEBIDA. 

Yes. 

LATTBA. 

And being thus employed, I 
Was insulted by Lisardo, 
Who, with insolent presumption, 
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Dared to treat me with suspicion : 

And, that you may know the reason, 

Band Senora, prithee listen — 

Listen, also, thou my father. 

And the friends who have come with thee : 

Por to me it is important 

All the world shoidd know the secret 

That I carry in my bosom. 

Takes out lier handkerchief, 

FBEDEBIGE. 

Tell me what has happened, Fabio. 

FABIO. 

I don't know : [aside'] since I am certain 

It is not about the matter 

That I mentioned to the duchess. 

It doth give me little trouble. 

rBEDEBICE. 

Since I see she gives the signal [Aside, 

Let me pay her strict attention — 
Joining the first words she utters. 

AENESTO. 

Speak, my daughter. What delays you ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Laura, end your hesitation. 

LAT7BA. 

Flerida — ^whom kind Heaven above 
Has — given alike both wit and beauty : 
Already — is my humble duty 
Ejiown — ^to thee by years of love. 

7LEBIDA. 

'Tis true ; but why this trembling tone ? 
Why, reminameof it^prayp 
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PBEDEBiCK, aside. 

The first four words expressly saj, 
" rierida has ahready known." 

TjAXJBJL. 

That — my heart must this avow ! — 
You did not — think to hear this sifirhinff 
Go from-out my lips, relying * ^ 
Here — on thy protection now. 

AENESTO. 

Enough, enough, why shed a tear ? 
The simplest word will do instead. 

FBEDEBICK, OSide, 

Again the words have plainly said, 
" That you did not go from here." 

LATJBA. 

And that — from you should come this strife ! 
You met — me here, Lisardo : Why 
Your lady — thus insult ? for I, 
Dear — Love be praised ! am not thy wife. 

LISABDO. 

It is yourself that wronged the near 
Affection that should bind us two. 

FLEEIDA, to liawra. 
Do you proceed : — ^be silent you. \To lAsiirdo, 

FBEDEBiCE, aside. 
" And that you met your lady dear." 

LATJBA. 

Eor which — unkind discourtesy, 

Her — heart must feel, who meant no wrong, 

Jealousy — undisguised and strong 

Is shown — thus openly by thee. 



J 
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LISABDO. 

The letter you perused alone, 

Did you not tear when I came near it ? 

ABXESTO. 

Perfectly right she did to tear it. 

FBEDEBICK, tuide. 

" Eor which her jealousy is shown." 

LATTBA. 

Eemember — ^what my anger vows, 
That — I will die ere wed with thee : 
Tou — my father insist that he 
Name me not — ^his affianced spouse. 

ABNESTO, to Lisardo, 

From the disgrace in which you have got, 
How will you free yourself? 

LISABDO. 

Heart-broken 
Am I. 

ABKESTO. 

Be silent. 

PBEDEBIOK, aside. 

She has spoken, 
" Eemember that you name me not." 

LATTBA. 

Because — ^what tyrant spouse were he, 
The man-even now in ^urtsbip's ho^, 
Who lives — *neath jealousy's dark power ? 
With thee — what would tne after be ? 
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LISABDO. 

My error was my jealousy; 
Then, lovely Laura, pray forgive. 

ABNESTO, to Lisardo, 
The worst excuse that you could give. 

TBEDEBICK, aside. 
" Eor the man who lives with thee." 

LAT7BA. 

Is — this poor apology 
Your greatest---griei for being rude ? 
Enemy — of all that's good. 
Meet me — henceforth an enemy ; 
To-night — avoid my averted sight : 
At — mom, my usual smile thou'lt miss ; 
The same — dark cloud that shadows this 
Spot — on thy hopes shall ne'er grow bright. 

JExit, 

ABNESTO. 

The punishment that thou hast got 

You have deserved ; I'm wroth with thee. 

^iVlt, 
EBEDEBICE, OSide. 

" Is your greatest enemy : — 
Meet me to-night at the same spot. 

FLEBIDA. 

It, Lisardo, ill became you 

Thus to treat fair Laura so ; 

Eut as I the reason know, 

I must not too strictly blame you : — 

He would tear away the mask, [Aside, 



99 
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And is jealous for not seeing ; — 

I, a more unhappy being, 

Jealous am, but dare not ask ! [^Exit 

TABIC, (iside. 

Well, thank God ! I feel much bolder, 

Since Plerida left this spot, 

Eor my master now cannot 

Learn from her the news I told her. 

LISABDO. 

Heaven protect me ! 'tis exceeding 
All I ever heard or knew ! 
Frederick, let me know, if you 
Think, because I found her reading,. 
And but asked to see the letter. 
That it could so much offend her ? 
Yex her father too, and render 
Even Plerida little better ? 
Say, if it is known to thee, 
"What could cause the great excess 
Of her indignation ? 

7BEDEBICE. 

Yes, 
For the cause is clear to me ; 
Laura is with you offended 
For your want of confidence. 

LISABDO. 

Ah ! my foolish want of sense ! 

Ah ! my hope, how soon thou'rt ended ! 

EBEDEBIOK, OStde, 

Ah ! how mine has taken flight ! 

TABIC, aside. 
I have nothing now to dread. 
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EBEDEBICE, Oside. 

Let me join what she has said, 
If I can remember right ; 
Por which purpose I will seek, 

my planet ! to restrict your 
Influence ; and by her picture, 
Think I hear her sweet lips speak. 

Takes out a portrait. 
Beauteous image, loved so well. 
What you said but now, repeat. 

FABio, <mde. 

Ah ! a picture ! — well, 'fcis sweet 
To have something new to tell. 

TBEDEBIOK, cmde. 

" rierida has already known 
That you did not go from here, 
And that you met your ladv dear, 
Por which her jealousy is shown ; — 
Remember that you name me not ; 
Because the man who lives with thee 
Is your greatest enemy : 
Meet me to-night at the same spot.** 

ToJMio, 
By Heaven ! thou traitor, most abhorred, 
'Tis thou my secret that hast sold, — 
'Tis thou, d villain, that hast told 

1 did not go away ! [^Strikes him, 

EABIO. 

My lord, 
What sudden fit of anger now . 
Has seized upon you, that you so 
Severely treat me ? 
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TAEDEBtCE. 

Well I know 
The reason, traitor. 

FABIO. 

Then avow 
The reason of it first of all : 
Did you not enter here with me 
The best of friends ? What testimony 
Could you meet with in this hall, 
Speaking to neither young or old ? — 
Who maligned me ? let me hear. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Villain, since I entered here, 
I found out that you have told 
How I did not go last night. 
And that I met my piistress too. 

TABID. 

Heard it here, you say ? 

PBEDEBICE. 

I do. 

FABIO. 

Think now, master 

FBEDEBICK. 

By this light 
1*11 chastise you, for your profit. 

FABIO. 

Tell me, which of the ladies said it P 

FBEBEBICK. 

Her you told may have the credit, 
For 'twas she who told me of it, 

o 



194 THE SECBET IK W0&D8. 

TABIO. 

I told no one : — ^Deatb is bliss [Ande, 

Compared to telling truth, I feeL 

rBJSDEBICK. 

Well, by Heaven ! beneatb my steel 

You die this instant. [^Drawg hia iuford. 

Enter henet. 

£[E5BY. 

What means this ? 

EBEDEBICK. 

It means that I a wretch would kill. 

EABIO. 

Ah ! hold, Senor ! 

HEimr. 

Mv friend, reflect ; 
This is the palace, recollect. 

FBEDEBIOE. 

Let me the viUain*s vile blood spill. 

HENBT to JEbhio, 
My! 

FABIO. 

Like a deer before the chase, 
Since you so kindly ope the way ; 
This happens almost every day : — 
Well ! what a tattler is her grace ! 

Aside, and exU, 

HEinaT. 

Why do you seem so discomposed f 
What has affected your condition ? 



m SXOBET IK W0BD8. 196 

FBBDSBICK. 

The perilous and strange position 
This villain's conduct hath imposed^-^ 
Plerida, Henry, haa come bj 
The knowledge that I did not go. 

HSKBY. 

Who has informed her ? 

TBKDEBIOK. 

None did know 
Except this servant, you, and I. 

HENBT. 

Has she expressed it f 

She? ah! no; 
If wroth, she is too wise to show it, 
And seems as if Ae did not know it. 



Perhaps whoever told you so 
Invented it. 

FBBBIBIOX. 

No, no, Sat she 
Is frightened for her own dear sake. 

HEVBT. 

Perhaps there may be some mistake. 

FBBDXBIOX. 

Alas ! I know it cannot be. 
And so, I see no wai|y, in sooth. 
To make amends for my transgressioni 
Than to make a dear confession 
And avow the simple tmtii. 

o2 
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HENET. 

Although in that case I would prove 

The guiltier of the two, be sure 

To make thy mind again secure ; 

I might such desperate means approve, 

If indeed it were the true 

And certain means to gain that end. 

FBEDEEICK. 

In such a trouble, say, my friend, 
What would you think the best to do ? 

HENRY. 

I would be silent, till the affair 

Took clearer shape, and then act so : — 

Por she knows, or does not know. 

If she know it, and her fair 

Discretion glides the matter over, 

"Were it right in you to go, 

And what she wish'd not to know. 

By your own tongue thus discover ? — 

If she know it not, 'twill be 

Doubly wrong to me and you. 

That what she from no one knew 

She should strangely learn from thee. — 

"Were I thou, I would at first 

Platter Pabio, as yet 

He may be faithful : — do not let 

Bevenge provoke him : — at the worst 

Give him not new grounds to go 

"With complainings to her grace ; 

Lest, perforce, in such a case 

She must speak and act. 

FBEDEEICK. 

Although 
Still I feel a strong objection, 
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Differing as I said I do, 

I will be advised by you, 

Not to err through my election : 

Pabio at once 1*11 trace, 

I shall talk with fair Flerida, 

Till she speaks she ne'er shall read a 

Trace of guilt upon my face. [^Uant. 

HENET. 

I, the heir of his confusion, 
All the doubts he held, inherit. 
For, although his person leaves me. 
All his griefs remain behind : — 
I came here to see Flerida, 
Thinking then that my ambition 
(Woe is me !) could not aspire to 
Any greater good than this ; — 
Now one day pursues another. 
And I, still disguised, continue 
At her court, in constant danger 
Of thus outraging her pride ; 
Since there may be many persons 
Here who recognise my person. 
And I thus may make my secret 
Worship seem a fool's offence ; 
Since, if firstly my intention 
Was to act a part, and follow 
Up the false with truer issues. 
Why delay to do so now ? 

Unter eleeida. 

ELEBLDA, aside. 

Once again, O tvrant passion ! 

Once again, with blina attraction 

Wilt thou draw me ? Hush ! 'tis Henry. 

HENBT. 

Noblest lady, I impart 

To these listening flowers and fountains^ 
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Of wliicli thou art tbe aurora. 
Love's complainings. 

TLEBIDA. 

And for what ? 

HENET. 

For at seeing thee, Senora, 
Eeauteous goddess of this flower- world- 
Deity of this sweet place, — 
Killing like the sun with radiance, 
And with glances, like love's darts,— 
I exclaimed, To-day you need not 
Squander, Love, your ammunition : 
If one beam alone can conquer. 
If one dart can all suffice, 
Why, O tyrant Love, employ thus 
Such a host of darts and beams P 

7LEBIDA. 

This discourse awakens, Henry, 
Two surprises, which are these : 
Pirst, that you should so address me ; 
Secondly, that I should hear. 
Leave my presence : if his highness 
Sent you to my court, it was 
Kot that you should act the traitor 
Unto him as well as me. 

HENBT. 

Nor to him, nor you, Senora, 
Do I think that I am one. 
Since it is the duke who feeleth 
Everything that I have said. 

rLEBIDA. 

Marriages by means of proxy 
Oft the world has seen, I know, 
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But a lover's wooing never. 

And though I the &ct admit, 

That it was for him you flatter'd. 

Did I not expressly saj, 

That you should his highness mention 

Only when I spoke of him P 



Yes, Sefiora, but I never 
Fancied the condition was. 
That if you were always silent, 
I for ever should not speak. 

ELXBIBA. 

If I am to speak, then, Hemy, 
Some time, let it be to-day. 
To declare to you how vainly 
Doth the duke attempt to cross 
Waves of fire with oars of feather. 
Or with wax wings seek the sun. 
Now, withdraw, before I answer — 
Bather pride wiU speak for me- 
With accumulated anger, 
Henry, to the duke and you. 



I obey you, madam, fearing 
Greater pumshment may come,-— 
If the greatest is not leaving 
Loveliness like thine : 'tis £ath ! 



FLEBXDA. 

Deeply has this sudden boldness 
Given me food for thought : O love. 
Leave, oh ! leave a little momenti 
My imagination free 

ToezuDj But who enters P 

Who horeP 



Xbrii. 



* 



20O THX SSOBET OT WOBDfi* 

JSkiter PABio, 

TABIO. 

TisI:— 

most prating of princesses ! 
I, whose heart is overflowed 
With the many-billowed load 
Of the weight that it oppresses. 
For my being such a prater j 
And, sdthough 'tis rude in stating. 
Yet I must assert, in prating 
That your highness is a greater. 

PLESIDA. 

What would you tell by this ? confess* 

PABIO. 

What did you tell by that ? avow, 
In your late conversation ? 

TLEEIDA. 

Now 

1 understand your meaning less. 

EABIO. 

Did it arise from your believing 
That what I told you would have rotted, 
If in your noddle you had got it 
An hour or so without revealing ? 

PLEBIDA. 

Who, was it then I told it to ? 

EABIO. 

To no one if it was not he. 
Who, full of rage and cruelty. 
When you had just got out of view, 
Attacked me in so fierce a way, 
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That if lie were not forced to pause, 
He would have killed me. 

ELEBTDA. 

Why? 

7ABI0. 

. Because 
Your highness has too much to say. 

ELEBIDA. 

But if I spoke not to him siuce. 
How can it be that he has got 
The news from me ? 

EABIO. 

Why then, if not 
He learned it from the infernal prince,—* 
Which is impleasant ; as I swell, 
I burst with news I fear to tell. 

FLEBIDA. 

Say what it is. 

TABIO. 

I do not know. 

FLEELDA. 

Did he another letter get ? 

EABIO. 

Oh ! I know nothing. 

ELEBLDA. 

Has he gone ? 

EABIO. 

Oh ! I know nothing. 

ELEBLDA. 

Any one 
Been here to see him, whom he met 
In secret ? 



/ 
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7ABI0. 

Still I nothiag know. 

FLEBIDA. 

Then I am forced to think that you 
Eepent of what you vowed to do — 
Lately to serve me-; and thus show 
More zeal for Frederick's sake, by such 
Eefusals, than for mine. 

TABIO. 

Not this 
The cause explains. 

ELEBIDA. 

And what P 

TABIO. 

Itis 
Because your highness talks too much. 
If he finds out this time, in glory 
Soon, by his hand, I rest. 

PLEBIDA. 

As yet 
He has killed you not, and may forget. 

TABIO. 

'Tis true : but hear a little story ! — 
A gay gallant and sprightly dame 
Were once engaged in conversation; 
When, enjoying the occasion, 
An insect that I need not name 
Thus astutely thought and said : 
" Now as he can scarcely scratch, 
I methinks had best despatch 



d. 
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A quiet meal, nor danger dread." 
The gentleman, with great politeness, 
Bore it long : but then the gnawing 
G-rew so fearful, that with drawing 
His right hand unseen, with lightness 
Attacked the enemy eon amove, 
And with his fingers, ere in flight 
He could escape from out the fight. 
Bore him prisoner from that foray ! — 
The lady, turning time enough 
To see her lover's fingers press' d 
Against each other, so compress' d 
As if they held a pinch of snuff. 
Asked him with a look serene, 
A serious air her mockery screening, — 
None being by to know her meaning, — 
" And did he die, that cavalier ? " 
Quite imembarrass'd — self-possess'd. 
Holding his hand thus — he replied, 
" No, Senora, he has not died. 
Though he is dreadfully hard press' d." 
And so this matter, as I view it. 
Admits the same reply being made : 
'Tis little matter not oeing dead. 
When I am just the next thing to it. 
And so I am afraid to say. 
What all this time I had been saying. 
But for your treacherous betraying ; 
That, in his hands, I saw to-day 
A portrait, whence you may discover, 
If you can get a peep at it. 
The face and form and every bit 
Of her of whom he is the lover : — 
This and more would I endeavour. 
Lady mine, to tell thee here, 
But so much your tongue I fear, 
That expect not I will ever 
TeU thee this or aught I know ; 
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Weil I know that touts cam go. [£jni. 

FLESIDA. 

Ah ! he then doth wear a poitndt : 
Xow BBT subtle wit and ^oll 
Find some proper mode for drawing 
Forth the secret from his breast ; 
But with odIt this precaution 
That I shun a public place. 

Enter rsEDE&iCK. 

FBEDE&ICE, aside. 

After all, it is the safest 

Plan, the subject to avoid 

Until she doth speak about it : — 

Since you ordered me to come [Aloud, 

For that purpose, say, Senora, 

Does your highness wish that I 

Lay before you the despatches ? 

TLEEIDA. 

Yes ; but then the open garden 
Is not an appropriate place, 
More especially when sinking — 
Lo ! in sapphire sets the sun ; 
At his birth an amber cradle, 
At his death a golden tomb : 
Bear them to my presence-chamber, 
And before you enter there, 
Bear in mind that you this evening 
Many things for me must write ; — 
If that lady doth expect you 
Whom so secretly you serve, 
You should send to her to tell her 
Not to wait for you to-night j 
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Por although the journey 's shorter 
Than the one you lately made, 
Still the absence is more certain. 

rBEDEBiOE:, aside. 
What is this, O Heavens ! I hear ? 

Enter latjba. 

LAiTBiL, aside. 

Frederick and Flerida here ! 

Since an opportune occasion 

She deprived me of, so I 

Shall 01 one deprive her also : — 

Has indeed your highness made [Ahtid, 

Compact sweet with April weather, 

Giving to that beauteous time 

Lasting loveliness ? 

TLEBIPA. 

How so ? 

LATJBA. 

Since the live-long day you scarcely 
Leave this gladsome garden sweet, — 
Giving to the rose its purple, 
To the jessamine its snow. 

ELEBIDA. 

^Tow at least I wish to leave it ; 
Let us, Laura, go : do you 
Follow soon with the despatches ; 
And whilst you retire for them. 
You upon the way may proffer 
The advice of which I spoke. 

FBEDEBICK. 

I, indeed, am not so favoured 
As your highness doth presume. 

Draws out his handkerchief. 
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And this counsel that yon g^re me, 
I, methinksy can send nrom this : 
For 

LAITRA, aside, 

I see be makes the signal, 

I must now observe his words. 

TBEDEBICK. 

My bliss — ^hatb almost wholly faded ; 
My soul — is but the seat of pain ; 
My life — is but death's dreary prelude^ 
Senora — since love's cruel reign. 

LAiJBA, aside, 

" My bliss, my soul, my life, Sefiora,"— 
These are the words that he has said. 

7BEDEBICE:. 

This — tyrant Love usurps each feeling, — 
Cruel — thus to pierce my heart, 
Enemy — of aU my dreamings, 
Of mine — hopes and all my joys, 

LAIJBA, aside, 

"What he further says is plainly — 
" This cruel enemy of mine." 

fbedebioe:. 

To-day — the anguish of my spirit 
Prevents — the tranquil flow of thought. 
My speaking — is with fear embarrass' d 
With thee — ^lest I had failed in aught. 

LAIJBA, aside, 
" To-day prevents my speaking with thee," 
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jmaxEBics:. 

Do not— blame me, do not leave me, 
To the — thought that thou'rt displeased ; 
Gkirden — ^thou wilt be my gravejard ! 
Go— not, lady, angiy forth. 

•ELSBJDJL. 

Good — sufficient. 

All he uttered 
Must I, if I can, repeat ; — 
*' My bliss, my soul, my life, 8efioni| 
This cruel enemy of mme 
To-day prevents mv speaking with thee ; 
Do not to the garden go»*^ 

7LEBn>A. 

Laura, come with me, do thou [To M'ederiei. 
Follow also on the moment. 

Is there any love so wretched P 

PUEBIDA, oHde. 
Is there pain so unrequited ? [Ihni. 

TiLTTBA^ aside. 
Is there jealousy more open P {Esni. 

Enter iabio. 

^ABiOy aride. 

Is there any way of leaving 
Without meetii^; with my master P — 
Ah ! no sooner said thm donoi 
There he standetL 
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fbedebige:. 

Fabio I 

TABio, retiring. 

Beat me 
"Not in cold blood now, I pray. 

fbedebice:. 

Why thus fly me ? — What vexation ! 

To dissemble with this knave. [Aside. 

FABIO. 

Why the reason is, I fear me, 
That the civil demon who 
Whispers now and then such stories 
In your ear, may now have said 
Something to my disadvantage, 
Just as true as was the last. 

rBEDEBICK. 

I have come to learn the real 
Truth about it, and I know 
You were faithful. 

EABIO. 

Ay, so faithful, 
That I would to G-od that some 
In Madrid were half as honest. 

PBEDEBICE. 

I will give thee a peace-offering, — 
A new dress. 

TABIC. 

A dress? 

TBEDEBICE. 

'Tisso. 
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^ABIO. 



May your soul for this be covered 
In a cloak of scarlet hue, 
With fine pantaloons of crystal 
And a vest of ambergris, 
In the life that's everlai^dng. 

FBBDIBICK. 

But you must inform me this 

FABIO. 

WhatP 

FBXDSBIOK. 

And quickly, for I hasten 
With some papers to her grace 



7ABI0, aside, 
Qod now gift my tongue with cunning i 

PBIDSBIOK. 

Has Flerida questioned you 
Aught about my love P 

FABIO. 

No sorely a — 
But I have made up my mind. 
That you are the nrince of dunces 
Not to understand her wish. 

FBUKBBIOK. 

Said she something then about me E 

FABia 

Ay, enough. 
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7BEDBBK0K. 

Thoa liest, knave : 
Wouldst thou make me think her beaaty. 
Proud and gentle thoa^ it be, — 
AVhich might soar, even like the hcrMi, 
To the Sovereign Sun itself^ — 
Could descend with coward pinions 
At a lowly falcon's calif 

I^ABIO. 

Well, my lord, just make the trial 
Por a day or two, pretend 
That you love her, and 

TBEDEMCK. 

Supposing 
That there were the slightest ground 
Por this false, malicious &ncy 
You have formed ; there's not a chink 
In my heart where it might enter : — 
Since, a love, if not more blest — 
Far more equal than the other 
Holds entire possession there. 

EABIO. 

Then you never loved two women 
At one time ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

No. 

!fabio. 

Then avow 



FBXnXSIGK. 

What? 



^ 
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JTABIO. 

That you w^e yerj lazy. 
Thafc is fSidfiehood, and not love, 

7ABI0. 

The more the merrier. 

In two places 
How could one make love r 

PABIO. 

Wh^ thus : — 
Near the town of Batisbon 
Two conspicuous hamlets lay, 
One of them called Ager^ — 
The other called Mac&rand6n ; 
These two villages, one priest, 
An humble man of Gk)d, 'tis stated, 
Served, and therefore celebrated 
Mass in each on every feast : 
And so one day it camte to pass, 
A native of Mac&rand6n 
Who to Agere had <gone. 
About the middle of the mass 
Heard the priest in solemn tone 
Say, as he the Preface read, 
"Oratias aaerd"* but said 
Nothing of Macluranddn. 
Then to the priest, this worthy made 

* The words of the Pre&oe on which Caldeioii hafsfonnded 
this lively UtUe story are as follow : "Vere digmmiei justum 
est, equum et salatare, no$ Mumper et Mqtu gntm agettt" 
kc. 

p2 
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His angry plaint without delay : 

" You give but thanks for Agere, 

As if your tithes we had not paid !" 

When this sapi^it reason reached 

The noble Macarandonese, 

They stopp'd their hapless pastor's fees, 

Nor payed for what he prayed or preached. 

Seeing his dues had taken wing, 

He asked his sacristan the cause ; 

He told him wherefore and because : — 

From that day forth when he would sing 

The Preface, he took care to intone, 

Not in a smother'd or a weak way, 

" TiM semper et ubique 

Gratias — Macdrandon.^* 

If from love — that god so blind — 

Two parishes thou boldest, you 

Are bound to gratify the two ; — 

And after a few days you'U find. 

If you do so, soon upon 

You and me wiU fall good things, 

When your lordship wisely sings 

Elerida et Macarand6n. 

PBEDEBICE. 

Think you I have heard your folly ? 

PABIO. 

If you listened, why not so ? 

PBEDEEICK. 

No, my mind can only know 
Its own tale of melancholy. 

TABIC. 

Since you stick to Agere 

And reject Macarandon, 

Every hope I fear is gone 

That love his generous dues wiU pay. \JExeumi. 
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SCENE III. — A BOOM IN THE PALACE OP THE 

DUCHESS : — ETEKIKG. 

Enter flebida and lauba; liyia and floba 

attending with lights. 

FLEBIDA. 

You can here set down the lights, 
And then leave me for a little ; 
No society I want, — 
Even mine own I could dispense with. 

LiviA to Flora, 
What strange sadness ! 

FLOBA to Idvia. 

It is more 
Even than sadness, 'tis delirium. 

Livia and Mora go out. Laura is about 
follomng. 

FLEBIDA. 

Laura, do not thou retire. 

LAIJBA. 

How, Senora, can I serve thee ? 

FLEBTDA. 

By a little kindly act, 

Since alone your faithful fiiendship 

I can trust. 

LAUBA. 

And your commands ? 
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VUJJlJlilJJL.' 

Are, when Frederick hither cometh^ 
That yon stay behind this door, 
And by every means that cantion 
Can deyise, prevent the chance 
Of a listener. 

Be certain 
I shall fail not in due care, 
As you'll see ; but has there happened 
Aught that's new P 

TUiBIDiU 

I have resolved 
To find out by a manoeuvre, 
Who his mistress is* 

Whois 
His mistress ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Yes. 

LATJBA. 

I cannot &ncy [Aside. 
In what manner :— oh ! if I 
Can but make her tell the method^ 
When he enters here, I can 
Secretly apprize him of it. 

FLBBIDA. 

Hear, then, Laura. ..... 



LAXTBA. 

Yes, I hear thee. 



M 



That I know, he carries hid. .. . . . 

But he cornea^ and now I OQuld wi 
Tell without his hearing me ; 
But I give thee leave to listen 
To the plan that I have formed :-r^ 
Now conceal thee. 

LAUEA. 

I will do so : — 
Giving little thanks, I own, [Aside, 

For the licence you have given ; 
Even had you not permitted, 
I had taken leave to hear. 

Oonceah herself. 

Enter tbedebice: with a portfolio and papers. 

FBEDEBIC]^. 

Here, Senora, are the papers. 

7LEBIDA. 

Leave them there, for I no longer 
Can permit that you should hold them ; 
Or that you should act henceforward 
As my confidential agent. 
Faithless servant — ^base betrayer 
Of my interest and honour. 

FBBDXBIOK. 

Lady, how have I been wanting 
Li my duty, as to merit 
For my long and faithful service, 
Such an in&moua reproach ? 

I'LEBIDA. 

Dost thou dare to ask me wherefore, 
Knowing that I have sufficient 
Evidence to prove thy guilt P 
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FBEBEmCK. 

Let me know on what foundation 
Eests the notion of my guilt 

LAUBA, peepmg, 

I am curious to discover 
How by such a charge, Elerida 
Means his lady's name to learn. 

FBEBEIUCK. 

And I trust to exculpate me. 

FLEBIDA. 

I will tell you ; information 
Has been given me of collusion 
'Twixt my greatest foe and you ! 

fbedebioe:. 

Ah ; Senora, if I harboured 
In my house the Duke of Mantua, 
It was but the night he sought me 
Here at Parma in disguise. 

ELEBIDA, aside. 

How is this ? — the duke ! All-seeing 
Heaven, that knows I only sported 
With a fond, fictitious anger. 
Now has sent a real cause ! 

FBEDEBIOK. 

He has lived within the palace 
Since your highness spoke unto him. 

FLEBIDA. 

Was the duke the cavalier whom 
I admitted to my palace ? 

FBEBEBICK. 

Yes, Senora. 
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FLEEiDA, aside. 

Oh ! how often 
Is a truth the child of falsehood ! 

LATTBA, at the door. 

Scared by terror after terror, 
StiU I cannot see her meaning. 

FLESIDA. 

Why from me was this kept secret ? 

FBEDEEICK. 

As the suitor of your highness, 
I believed that you would pardon 
What was but love's indiscretion, 
Not the dark crime of a traitor. 

FLESIDA. 

Now, I understand 'twas easy 
To present my letter to him. 

FEEDEBICK. 

Yes, Senora ; at the moment 
I was going on my journey 
He arrived : and I was able 
Without going out of Parma, 
Thus to execute my mission. 

ELEBIDA. 

Well, allowing that to be so. 

Tell me, whence came Laura's letter ? 

ebedebiob:. 
That — the duke himself brought with him. 
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LAUSA, (U the door. 

He has answered most adroitly ; 

But I yet cannot discover 

How she means to gain her object. 

VLBBIDA. 

Do you think my information 
Endeth here ? rroduce the letters 
Which you have received this morning 
Prom his grace the Duke of Florence, 
On the subject of the ancient 
Claim he makes upon my kingdom. 

Humbly I entreat your highness. 
That at least you will remember 
Who I am : if I have acted 
Wrong in giving my assistance 
To a lover who adores you, 
Do not think that I am guilty 
Of a crime, so much unworthy 
Of my stainless blood and honour. 

FLEBIDA. 

He who finds one crime when starting. 
May find many on the journey. 
Give the letters I have asked for. 

vbedebigb:. 

Letters ! Take, oh ) take, Senora, 
All the papers that I carry. 
Take the keys of all the others 
In my house ; and if in searching 
You can find the smallest cypher 
Of disloyalty or treason, 
Then my life shall be the forfeit. 

ITe draws out a hcrndkerchuf^ a hunch of 
keys, cmd a small box, or miniature'ease^ 
\ which last he conceals. 



M 



nsi ffcwBT fM If (mm* U9 



What is that you seem so anxkfiiB 
To oonoeal P 

TUDBHIOK. 

A box. 

PLBBIDA* 

Permit me 
To eaunuae it 



Ipiaiiiljr [Ande. 
Now can understand ber meaning. — 
As this box cannot, Sefiora^ 
Be tbe proof of any treason, 
I implore you to excuse me. 

LATJSA9 iU the door. 
Q^racious Heavens ! it is my portrait. 

nxBiDiu 

I insist at once on knowing 
What this box contains. 

ULTrmJkf oiUe. 

We're ruined ! 

'Tis a portrait; and if only 
This you wish to know, Sefioray 
Now you know it. 

ILUUDA. 

TQlIseeit 
I will not belkvf 2 piodnoeit. 
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ebedebice:. 
If, Senora 



LAUBA. 

What a trial ! 

ebedebige:. 
It were this 

LAUEA. 

What dreadftd danger ! 
ebedebick. 
That did make me 

LATJBA. 

How I tremble ! 

rBEDEBICK. 

Traitor to your grace, 

LATJBA. 

What terror ! 

FBEDEBICE. 

Eightly 

LAUBA. 

Oh ! what bitter anguish ! 

EBEDEBICK. 



Would you call me. 



LAUBA. 

Cruel torture ! 



fbedebice:. 
But before I 



LAUBA. 

What confusion ! 
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PBEDEBIGE. 

Would expose it 

LAUBA. 

What miBfortime ! 

fbedebioe:. 

I a thousand deaths would suffer ! 

Laura slips from her hiding-place, snatches 
the portrait from his hands, chames it 
instantly for the portrait of Frederick, 
which she herself had, <md gives the latter 
to Flerida. 

LAUBA. 

Traitor ! wilt thou now refuse it ? 

PBEDEBICE. 

Laura, how is this ? 

LATJBA. 

'Tis simply, 
That I heard your conversation — 
Heard her grace demand to see it, 
And your ungallant refusal. 
Take it from my hands, Sefiora. 

FLEBIDA. 

Never in my whole existence 
Did you do me greater service. 

FBEBEBiCK, aside. 
Doubtless, Laura takes this method 
Of proclaiming our affection. 

FLEBIDA* 

Bring the candle hither, Laura.— 

Now at length I'll see this wonder [Aside. 

That awakes 197 jefthnui £e«ra. 
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FSEBXSICK. 

When she recognises LatLra^ 

What will be her wrath ! [Aside, 

S'tEBIDA. 

Oh! heavens! 
What is tins I see? 

LAUBA, to Merida. 

No questiob'^ 
'Tis the gentleman's own likeneBs ! 

FLEBIDA. 

Why so anxious to conceal this ? 

fuebebioe:. 

Do you wonder, when it gives 
To my eyes the dearest object 
That the world contains ? 

FLEBLDA. 

Aye, teie, 
Since yon love it as yonrseli ; 
Laura, what is this has happened ? {Ande to 
What can be its meaning, say ? Laura.'] 

LAiUBA. 

How can I know amght about it 
More than you have seen ? 

FLEBiDA, aside, 

lean 
Scarce restrain my rising anger.— 

She gives the portrait to Lawra and retires. 
Take it, for I must withdraw 
To avoid an open rupture. 
Give the picture bacK to this 
Self-adoring new iN^aiPcissus-^ 



i 
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And say to him tnt 'tis better 

To say naught : — My heart is Etna — 
Serpents brood withminy bosom- 
Basilisks within my soul ! [JExit. 

Tell me, Laura, how it happens, 
That her grace, your portrait seeing. 
Does not seem to be offended, 
Nor with thee, nor yet with me ? 

See, I merely changed the pictures, 
Giving thine, and keeping mine ! 

ebedsbioe:. 

Wit like thine could only draw us 
From a danger so extreme. 

LAUBA. 

Yes, but then she still coiitintieft 
Apt and able as before. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

Would that we were once in safety. 

LAUBA. 

I, to-morrow shall advise 

What 'tis best we should decide on : — 

Take this picture, and adieu ! — 

Oives him one of the portraits, 

FBEDEBICK. 

Of the two self-seeming portraits 
Which is this that now you give ? 

LAVBA. 

It is thine, lest she should ask it 

Back again. IJExit. 
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FBEDEBICK. 

Thou'rt right ; Heavens ! 
Never was there equal danger ! — 
Who could e'er have thought ? 

JEnter fabio, toith two dresses on his arm. 

FABIO. 

My lord, 
Which of these two handsome dresses 
Am I to put on ? 

FBBDEBICK. 

Thou wretch ! — 
Base-bom, vile, atrocious villain. 

rABIO. 

It is this that now I get ? — 

FBEDEBIOE. 

Yes, for through thy fault, I see me 
Almost lost without redress. 

FABIO. 

And I too without a dress. 

fbedebige:. 

Did you think then, that this portrait 
Was a lady's, and not mine ? 

fabio. 

No, my lord, for I was certain 
That you loved yourself right well. 

fbedebick. 

As Q-od lives ! you die this moment 
'Neath my hands I 

FABIO. 

OLord! I'm off. 
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FBEDEBICK, €t8ide. 

But this rage is injudicious, 

Having just escaped so well : 

It is best not drive things farther : — 

Pabio! 

FABIO. 

Master ! — 

fbedebioe:. 

Come with me, 
And select what dress doth please you, 
Since I know that in this matter 
Thou art true, and not to blame, 

EABio, aside. 

Such caprice was never equalled ! 

Well, by Heaven, if I had any 

Sense to lose — I*d lose it now. [Uaeunf. 



ACT III. — SCENE I. — ebedbbick's chambeb. 

Unter eabio. 

EABIO. 

He who found, perchance, the senses 
Of a miserable valet, 
Who has lost them for this reason, 
That his master's wits first went, 
(Proof — ^how valueless — ^how worthless 
Were they to the natural owner,) 
Let him come and own the fact : — 
They will little s e the finder, 
And the loser mav reward : — 
There is no one t me, 

Howsoe'er I i: 

But, the I 
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Are they ever foimd again ?— 

If you have no great objection, 

Let us, Memory, some moments, 

You and I soliloquize : — 

Is there any news ? — I know not : — 

What's the reason, at the time 

When I seem to stand securest 

In the favour of my lord, , 

That, with sudden fury striking, 

He, two thousand blows should give me ? 

Why, the reason is — he's mad : — 

And when I more gtdlty far 

Ply his presence, with new dresses. 

And caresses loads me then P 

Memory, say, what means such conduct ? 

Why, it means that he is drunk : — 

Two conclusive answers truly 

To the questions I have put ; 

And a third I cannot wait for, 

Por I see Don Henry comes, 

Speaking as they say, submUaa 

Voce ; and if they desire. 

Coming to this quiet chamber, 

To conceal themselves from me, 

I would wish to save them trouble 

And conceal myself from them, 

Partly that I wish to hear them, 

Partly that, if he at times 

So agreeable or angry — 

Alternating with the wind ; 

When the angry fit approaches. 

It is just as well to let it 

Pass away, or waste its fury 

On the wind from which it sprung. . 

All is lost if I can find not 

SomethiQg quickly here, behind 

Or beneath which I can hide me : 

If this open buffet here 



.iitj 
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Is not high enough to let me 
Underneath — there is nothing else. 
Why delay ? 'tis not so novej^ 
Since it is not the first time 
That I have been buffeted. 

Conceals himself tmder the buffet. 

Enter ebedebice: and hekby. 

HEKBT. 

Why look round ? 

fbedebice:. 

Lest some one hear us. 

HENBT. 

Do not fear, for all the servants 
Have gone out of the house. 

EABio, aside. 

Not all : 
There is one of them remaining. 

ebedebice:. 

To this uttermost apartment, 
Not without a cause I bring thee, 
Where there is no other witness. 

EABio, aside. 
True ! a false one goes for naught. 

HENBT. 

Speak! 

FBEDEBICK. 

I first the door shall m ! 

And, since now, y< high we 

Are at last alone-^ ; 

Has arriyed to : — . 
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EABio, aside. 

Highness ? — good ! 

HENET. 

On what compulsion, 
For what reason, are you forced 
Thus to treat me ? 

FBEDEBICE. 

There are two : 
Both of principal importance. 
One for me, and one for you. 
And yours is, that I have now 
(Wen. I know, that you wiU pardon 
Aught that seems in opposition 
To my Mendship, and excuse 
"What necessity imposes) 
To reveal, and to inform you 
That your rank and name are known 
To Florida, and 'tis useless 
To affect a secret longer 
Which is known to all the world, — 
And mine is 

HENET. 

Before you tell it. 
Let me know what way Florida 
Came my secret to fina out. 

FEEDEEIOS:. 

This is what I cannot fathom, 
But I know she knows 

FABio, aside. 

Oh! hear him; 
What a pimp my master is ! 
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EBEDEBICK. 

For it was^ierself that told me ! 

HENBT. 

Let us pass then to the reason 
Which IS thine, for as to mine, 
I shall venture to continue 
My disguise until she speaks. 

fbedebice:. 

Then in what I have to tell thee, 
Pledge to me your princely word, 
Pledge me as thou art, that buried 
Thou wilt keep it in thy breast. 

HElfBT. 

Yes, I do so ; and I promise 
That what thou dost stamp in wax, 
I shall ever hold in marble. 

fbedebice:. 

Noble Henry fle Gonzaga — 
Mantua's proud, illustrious duke — 
You have been informed already 
I, a beauteous lady love. 
Well, this prodigy of nature — 
Well, this m^gic gift of Heaven — 
This most beautiful of wonders — 
This toiazeraent*s sweetest cause — 
Has to-day, o'er frights and terrors, 
The impossible eflfecting, 
Triumpned over fate itself, 
And from out the combat gathered 
Two immortal garlands blent 
Of her faith and my good fortune ; 
And this letter, wh i a zephyr 
Doubtless gave i haiKU, 
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Since, in order to have reached them 

Prom her elevated heaven % 

To my deep despair's abysses — 

As the warrant of my freedom — 

It must have, descending, flown. 

But I badly so express it, 

Since it rather is the warrant 

Of my slavery : for it 

Doth contain the happy contract 

Which will make me live for ever 

An unchanging love's sure slave ; 

Whose close-link'd and fastened fetters, 

Not the silent file of Time 

Will be able to dissever. 

It says then But it will better 

Be its own clear exposition 

Of the truth with which she writes, 

And the faith with which I worship : — 

Beads, 
" My master, my dear lord and love, 
Fortune doth declare against us 
Every moment more and more, — 
Let us intercept her footslSeps : — 
Have then ready about midnight 
Two fleet horses near the portal 
Which looks out upon the bridge 
That divides the park and palace ; 
I will come forth at your signal, 
And from jealousy escaping. 
Fly, if it can e'er be fled from : — 
So farewell, — and may God guard your 
Precious life a thousand years." [Bemmes. 
Thus she writes, and so 1 trust me, 
Mighty lord, to thy assistance. 
Since I know my zeal to serve thee 
May claim so much as a debt : 
If, to serve your love, in Parma 
You my humble aid accepted, ^ 
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And if I, to thee confiding, 

Ask thy service now in turn : 

It is clear that I recover 

All the former debt you owe me, 

And that I repay thee also 

All the debt that I incur : — 

Give me, then, my lord, some letters 

Unto Mantua ; and here 

Use thy powerful intercession 

In defendmg me, until 

I this lady place in safety. 

HENET. 

I so thankful am to Heaven, 
That it gives me an occasion 
To repay your friendly service 
With my services : that I 
Shall not only grant the favour 
That you ask, but shall be proud, 
Happy, and delighted also, 
To accompany you myself, — 
Until you have gained the frontier 
Of my territory, where 
Tou shall meet with every honour. 

PBEDEBICK. 

No, my lord, with your permission, 
I will go alone : much more 
Can you aid me here in Parma, 
If you will protect my fame : — 
Here a safeguard and defender. 
There your word will be enough. 

HEITBT. 

I in all things will obey you. 

FBXDBBIOIC 

Write the lettenv whfle I go 
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To the palace to dissemble, 
By my zeal and my attention. 
What I mean to ao this night, — 
And to find that devil Eabio, 
Whom I have not seen all ^y. 

EABio, aside. 
Then you haven't far to seek him. 

PBEDEBIGK. 

Though he's not to know the cause, . 

FABio, aside. 
Oh! of course. 

TBEDEBIOE. 

That he the horses 
May have ready, as I said. 

HEKBT. 

You are right, and I remaining 
Shall endeavour to fulfil 
What my evil fate may order. 

TBEDEBICK. 

Here I shall return to seek you. 

HENBT. 

Writing, shall I wait thee here ? 

7BEDEBICK. 

Love ! assist me with thy favour. 

HENBT. 

Love ! take pity on my grief. \JExeunt 

FABio, coming forth. 

He who listens, seldom heareth 
Any good, the adage says ; — 
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But a proverb sometimes lietb, 
As I've heard what's very good : — 
As from Ustening, I have gained 
Four important bits of knowledge. 
First — 1 know the stranger's name ; 
Second — the exact condition 
Of my master's love at last ; — 
Third — ^the news that I am bursting 
Now to teU unto Elerida ; — 
And the fourth — some new reward. 



SCENE II. — A HALL nr the palace of the 

DUCHESS. 

JEkter lattba and abkesto. 

ABNESTO. 

No, Lisardo's fault, dear Laura, 

Is not of so grave a kind, 

That he may no solace find, 

If he humbly speak his sorrow ; — 

Faults that have the strong defence 

Of love, can give no very great offence — 

And so, I wish you speak to him more kindly, 

Since the long-expected dispensation 

Any hour may reach its destination. 

LATTBA. 

I wil] obey thee blindly, 

Since it is better (O strong power of fete !) 

To do thy bidding than provoke thy hate — 

And so, submissively I say. 

That I will take the state 

That is to me presented by my fete — 

And bind myself to-day. 

To set all further doubts at rest, 

And wed the spoase that doth deserve me best. 
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ABinsSTO. 

I am pleased at thy obedience ; 
Lisardo, you may enter :— 
Laura, stay. 

Enter lisaedo. 

LISABDO. 

Senora, if I venture, 
It only is to offer my allegiance : 
And at thy feet my life to lay — 
The price of that sweet pardon that I pray. 

LAURA. 

Lisardo, this permission 
My father's liberal wish dispensed. 
To-day my acts are influenced 
Not by election, but submission, 
And so, you need not thank me for a hand — 
Another's hand, and given thee through com- 
mand. 

LISABDO. 

It is enough to make iny joy divine 

To know, Senora, that I have thy hand ; 

How or why I need not understand. 

If it is only mine ; 

The happiest destmy is this 

That seeks not out, but finds the road to bliss : 

O slow and sluggish sun, 

Quicken thy course, or shorten thy career, 

And bring the happy moment near 

To which my swijft hopes run. 

Enter tlsbida. 
Amesto! Laura! 



THI BECBET IN WOBDS. 235 
ABNE8T0. 

To thy chamber speeding, 
Laura, my lady, was with us proceeding. 

FLEBIDA. 

Lisardo, I congratulate you truly. 

That you are pardoned 'spite of Laura's shyness. 

LISABDO. 

Such favour makes my dying hope bud newly. 

ABNESTO. 

She acts as doth become my child. 

LATJBA. 

Your highness, 
How do you find yourself in health to-day ? 

7LEBIDA. 

You know the grief that on my heart doth pity. ^ 

LATJBA. 

Some aid, some remedy you should procure. 

FLEBIDA. 

Ah ! what are vain attempts at healing. 

That but increase the anguish of my feeling ; 

INIy sorrow being an ill that doth augment by cure. 

But that it never may be said, 

That solitude or pining struck me dead, 

Do you my frienos invite, 

L^nto a festival I shall prepare 

To-morrow, all the noble and the fair 

Of Parma : — thus I may bring forth to light [Aride, 

The murderous £ur that kills this heart of mine. 

ABITBSTO. 

Thine is my every wialh [Exit, 
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LI8ABD0. 

My life is thine. [Mnt. 

PLEBLDA. 

Ah ! Laura mine, how blest thou art 
To be the happy wife of one 
Who loves thee so. 

LATJBA. 

Ah ! yes indeed, I own 
The joy, the rapture of my heart, 
(If truth is to be said) 
That he who loves me is with me to wed. 

FLEBIDA. 

Ah ! more unhappy far 

Is she who, with the impossible at strife, 

Subdued, must yield her life ! 

But no, my evil star 

Shall find my resolute will 

Enough to curb her baneful influence still. 

LAUBA. 

That remedy can fail not in effect ; 
But tell me of the mode to be pursued ? 

FLEBLDA. 

In such a dangerous ill as mine, I should 
The gentlest means select. 

LAUBA. 

And what are they ? 

TLEBIDA. 

To own the hopes that thrill me. 

LAUEA. 

Is that to conquer ? 



i 
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riiEBIDA. 

Yes. 

It is to kill me ! 

7LEBIDA. 

To yield to fate 

Is but to gain a subtler victory ; 

But Laura, shall I be 

The first, who in the married state 

Wedded unequally ? 

LATHELA, cmde. 

My death is near ! 

FLEBIDA. 

Frederick is a noble cavalier. 

LATJBA. 

To that indeed you have my fuU consent. 

FLEBIDA. 

• 

Since we have touched upon this theme at all? 

Ah ! Laura, let us now recall 

The singular event 

Of his portrait which your quickness won ; 

What explanation have you ? 

LAUBA. 

I have none : 
Because, as I no interest then had 
In the affair, it vanished from my mind : — 
Jealousy doth drive me mad ! [Ande, 

ELSBIDA. 

What secret b could there be behind 

His earnest bis picture hid ? 
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LATTBA. 

I know not : but to give it as you did, 
Back to his hands, before the case I viewed 
Minutely — I could scarcely so have done — 
If he had other reasons, doubtless one 
Was that it held his lady's too. 

PLEBIDA. 

And so I must conclude. 
O jealous love ! that every thought doth scare ! 

LATTBA. 

No doubt it was his lady's face was there. 
Enter fbebebigk cmd fabio. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Must it take an hour to find you ? 

FABIO. 

With that question I reply, — 
Since I have been looking after 
You, the livelong day till now — 

FBEDEBICK. 

Hush ! the duchess ! — be in waiting — 
I shall want you presently. 

FABIO. 

Yes : although I do not want you [AHde. 
Presently nor futurely. 

FBEDEBICK, Osids, 

Trembling, fearful of her anger, 
Do I come before her. 

FABIO. 

Why? 



. u 



THS SECRET IK WOBDS. 239 

7BEDEBICK. 

Owing to a strange adventure. 

FABIO. 

Eecollect the little story 
That I told you, and you'll see 
With what ease and expedition 
Tou wiU get through all you fear. 

FBEDEBIOK. 

How? 

PABIO. 

By saying a thanksgiving 
Eor Macarand6n in turn. 



LAUBA, to Flerida. 



Pause, 



Now. 



ELEBiDA, to Tier, 
My pain I must acknowledge 

LAUBA, aside. 
And I to suffer mine. 



FLEBIDA. 

Frederick ! 

EBEDEBICK. 

Most illustrious lady. 

ELEBIDA. 

How is it, that through the day 
You have not appeared, and only 
Seek the court when night comes on ? 

EBBDXBIOK. 

Because when I am near thee, lady, 
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Whatever time or hour it be, 
A noontide glory shines &om out thee, 
And the departmg sun appears 
Endiademed with lovelier splendour- 
Encircled with a rosier light ; — 
Because whatever hour we see thee, 
It doth appear resplendent noon. 

FLEEIDA. 

What flattering words ! 

EBEDEBIOK. 

-These words, believe me, 
Are not mere flattery. 

ELEEIDA. 

What are they ? 

FABIO. 

Mere Macarandonas, lady. 

ELEBIDA, aside to Ijcmra, 

Do you not perceive, my Laura, 
That he clearly understands 
My inclination ? 

LAUEA. 

He does well. 

EEEDEBICK. 

Another good excuse remaineth. 
Which I can state. 

EI^EEIDA. 

And what is that ? 

EBEDEEIGK. 

As I judged you were offended 
With me, I deferred awhile 
Thus appearing in your presence. 
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PLEBIDA. 

I offended ? — ^for what cause ? 

It were foolisli to recall it, 
If you do not recollect. 

FLEBIDA. 

It is not that I do not know it. 

PBEDEBICE. 

Then how ? 

TLEBIDA. 

I do not wish to know. 

TBEDEBIOK. 

By so much is my good fortune 
Greater, that you thus forget 
From the best of motives — ^pity — 
He, this virtue only knows, 
Who forgets the wrong he suffers. 

FLEBIDA. 

I am doubtful what you mean. 

LAFBA. 

If you grant me your permission, 
I, methinks, can make it plain. 

FLEBIDA. 

Do so, and in such a manner, 
That he understand. 

LAUBA. 

I shall. {Takes out her handkerchief. 
I — that any mind is generous, 
Am — convmced of, when its owner, 

B 



242 THE BECBET IS WOUDB. 

Dying — ^hides the fatal anguish 
Of jealousy — disdain and love. 

FBEDEBiCE, oside, taking out his handkerchief. 

Ton have — only proved the major, 
Laura — of your proposition, 
N'o grounds — for the minor giving : — 
For it — find some argument. 

LAUEA. 

Yes, I will : — That this were certain ! \Ande. 
" That I had no grounds for it." — 
Then — if silence is true courage, \Aloud, 

I will come forth — proving aU. 

FBEDEBICE. 

If you come forth — ^thus victorious 
I will meet you — ^with the wreath. 

LATJBA. 

This being granted, now I prove it 
Evenly by opposite : 
Since the querulous complainer 
Cannot be called generous : 
He who stifles his complainings 
In his breast, must then appear 
Generous by the very contrast. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Thine — must be the laurel, Laura ; 
I am — to lay it at thy feet. 

LATJBA. 

Thine — is the praise — 'twas thine idear— 
I will be — ^found that praise to give. — 
" Thine I am," he said ; — what rapture ! 

Aside, 



Aa 
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FBEDEBICS:, Osidc, 

" Thine I will be," slie said — what joy ! 

FABio, aside. 

'Gad ! I believe they're both Freemasons, 
And understand each other well. 

PLEBIDA. 

Then it seems the whole conclusion 
I can draw from what you say 
Is, that he who hoards his feelings 
Is the liberal person. 

THE TWO. 

Yes. 

ELEBIDA. 

Then supposing that I tell thee, 

Frederick, that I do not know 

What I know, and you know also, 

Do not fear to see me then ; 

Come and see me at all moments. 

Being sure that there is naught 

That can waken my resentment 

Or resuscitate your fear. 

Half is said, and half is silent — 

'Tis sufficient ; — Laura, come. [Mtit. 



Frederick ! 



LAT7BA. 
FBEDEBIGK. 

Speak, divinest Laura ! 

LAT7BA. 

What is in ■ [Uxit. 
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EBEDEBICE. 

'Tis well : 
Fabio, tell me how it happens, 
When I thought to meet her firowns, 
Fair Flerida smiled upon me P 

TABIO. 

Think now what it is to find you 
Passionate and peevish, when 
I expected all good humour ; 
'Tis a case in point : but I 
Can an other reason oflfer. 

FBEDEBICK. 

Do so. 

rABIO. 

That Mac^randdna 
Of the sun and rosy light 
Which you told her of. 

TBEDEBICK. 

A truce 
Now to idle jests ; get ready 
Horses for two persons, quick ! 

FABIO. 

This appears to me but right : — 
Now that you have celebrated 
At Macarandon, to go 
And say mass at Agere. 

PBEDEBIGK. 

Cease ! and have the horses waiting 
Near the path : — Flerida, fair — {^Aside, 

May your haughty soul forgive me— 
NoDle lady, pardon, pray ; — 
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Since to this, a woman ever 

Is exposed, who doth avow 

Love for any man she knoweth 

Doth another lady love. [Uxit 

PABIO. 

To-day, that I hafve so mnch news. 

Must I be compelled to practise 

More than usual silence r no : 

For it were a cruel pity 

Thus to let a secret rot 

In the bosom, being therefore 

Of no use to man or beast. 

For a secret done in secret, 

As doth sing the CordoY&n, 

Must have vent, and by confinement 

Smelleth bad and does no good ; 

Therefore will I seek Flerida. 

But there is no need of that, — 

She returns : — 

XifUer 7LBRIDA. 

FLERIDA, aside. 

Although I wholly 
Trust to Laura, I have left her 
That I may achieye the conquest 
Of this cruel love alone : 
But I see that Frederick is not 
Here. 

FABIO. 

And do you wish to know 
Why he is not here, Sefiora P 

FLBRCDA. 

Yes ; why so P 

FABIO. 

Because he's gone. 
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ELEBIDA. 

Where ? 

TABIO. 

To Ager6, 1 fancy. 

ELEBLDA. 

I don't understand you : 

EABIO. 

I 

Shall not speak Macaranddna 
Clearly, if you give me naught. 

ELEBIDA. 

I desire no information, 

Since this knowledge only serves 

But to make us feel more keenly. 

PABIO. 

How ! not know it ? say for what 
Have I been this blessed morning 
More than two good hours or three, 
Like a cat in ambush ? 

ELEBIDA. 

I 

Only say, that you must leave me. 

EABIO. 

Grive me nothing : listen gratis — 
Only hear. 

ELEBIDA. 

I have no heed. 

FABIO. 

Well I will not burst, a Dies ; — 

Some one I must seek, to whom 

I can say that my good master 

Means to give the slip to-night. [^Going, 
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BLEBIDA. 

Stay ! what's this you say ? 

FABIO. 

'Tis nothing ; 

FLBEIDA. 

Stay, and tell me what it means : — 

PABIO. 

I don't wish it. 

ELBBIDA. 

See this diamond : 
Take and tell. 

EABIO. 

Well, why should we 
Be 80 very coy about it ? 
If I am a valet, and 
You a woman, one is dying 
To be told, and one to tell : 
My master and his imknown lady 
Have agreed, to-night 

ELEBLDA. 

Oh! what? 

FABIO. 

To play the truant or the devil. 

ELEBIDA. 

How ? 

EABIO. 

By goinff ; but of course 
Not on foot :— lor he has ordered 
That I e two ho ready 
Near out the parL 
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FLEBIDA. 

At the bridge, you say P 

FABIO. 

The same. 

FLEBIDA. 

This revives the old suspicion, 
That his mistress must oe one 
Of my ladies ; has he said so P 

PABIO. 

No, Sefiora, but his guest. 

Who is duke of Mantua — 

Grives them shelter in his kingdom. — 

Grlory be to God ! I now 

Can repose from all my labours : 

Let who pleases now come hither, 

I have been before him here. [.Er»^ 

FLEBIDA. 

Help me, Heaven ! What's this I've heard ? 
Who has seen a fate more cruel P 

Enter ABinssTO. 

ABITBSTO. 

In thy name have I invited 
All the noble and the fair 
'Mong our cavaliers and ladies 
Por to-morrow. 

FLEBIDA. 

It is well : 
And you/ are, yourself, Amesto, 
Truly welcome, for I need 
All this night your faithful service. 
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ABNESTO. 

I am ever at your feet ; 
What do you commaiid ? 

PLEBIDA. 

It seemeth 
Frederick is now involved 
In a very serious trouble. 

ABNESTO. 

And with whom ? 

FLEBIDA. 

I have not heard ; 
Since my only information 
Is, that love has been the cause ; 
And that the offended party 
Has to him a paper sent, 
Saying, that he would await him, 
Where I know not : you know well 
How I value him. 

ABNESTO. 

And also 
How he merits being so. 

ELEBIDA. 

Should I show that I had knowledge 
Of the meeting, ifc would only 
Make the matter public. 

ABll^ESTO. 

Yes: ^ 

What, then, do you order ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Simply, 
That you seek him| and without 



250 THE 8ECBET IK WOBDS. 

Sajring that I sent you to him, 

Leave him not the whole night through ; 

And when he is bent on going 

Forth, go forth along with him ; — 

If his proud impatient spirit 

Should object, arrest him then, 

Taking with you for that purpose 

Force enough if there be need, — 

So that he, imtil the morning, 

Be kept safe the whole night through. 

AENESTO. 

I shall go this very moment. 

And, Senora, seek him out ; — 

Not an instant shall I leave him. \^JSxit 

rLEEIDA. 

You shall learn to-day, ungrateful ! 

What a wild extreme of dmng 

Can a jealous woman reach. [JSxit 



SCENE m. — feedeeick's ohambbe — evening. 



Unter heney and feedeeice: : a servant places 
lights upon the table and retires. 

eeedeeice. 
Have you yet written ? 

HENEY. 

Yes; these few 
Letters, I trust, will make you find 
A friendly welcome — warm and kind. 
Like that I have received from you : 
Just payment for a debt so just. 



k 
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EBEDEBICE. 

Thou art a sovereign prince, my lord, 
And firmly to thy royal word, 
My life, my honour, I entrust : 
Eemain with Gk)d : while I prefer, 
Now that the night descends, to wait 
Her coming : — to anticipate 
Kather than, through delaying, err. 

HENBT. 

Well have you said ; but will you not. 
At least, allow me for a while 
To attend you, if 'twere but a mile 
Or so, until you leave this spot ? 

FBEDEBICE. 

Excuse me, if I cannot be 
So proudly companied : I swear 
My very shadow now I fear ; 
And if I hide my love from thee. 
Believe the truth with which I say, 
I so respect the darling prize. 
That I would hide her from all eyes, 
Even mine own, this happy day. 

HENBT. 

You wish to go alone : confess. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Tis so : adieu. 

HENBT. 

Adieu, since I 
Vainly to change thy purpose, try. 

A knocking is heard at the door. 

FBEDSBICK. 

Do you not h akno ? * 
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HBNBT. 

Yes. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Pray, who is there ? 

ABNESTO, entering, 
'Tis I. 

FBEDEBICK. 

No doubt, 
Some business drives you out so late ? 

ABITESTO. 

Why, no ; the distance was not great, 
And I but came to seek you out. 

TBEDEBICK, odde. 

To seek me ? — (How I quake with fear.) 
My lord, I wait your lordship's will. 

ABNESTO. 

They told me that you came home ill, 
Depressed and low ; and being near, 
I thought it would be most unkind 
If I unto my bed retired. 
Before I had, my lord, inquired 
How you your health this evening find. 

FBEDEBICE. 

May Heaven with all its choicest wealth 
Your lordship's Mendly care reward ! 
But I can tell you now, my lord, 
I never felt in stronger health : 
They spread a false report, in sooth, 
• Who told you this. 
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ABKESTO. 

I much rejoice 
To find that rumour's lying voice 
Is wholly unsustained by truth. 
But how did you contrive to spend 
The time ere I came in ? 

EBEDEBICK. 

in chat, 
With Heniy here, of this and that. 

ABNESTO. 

The conversation of a friend, 
Who is with wit and sense imbued. 
Who teaches with his voice and looks, 
Is worth a thousand printed books. 

TBEDEBICE. 

This solemn preface bodes no good. [Aside. 

HENBY, aside. 

For Frederick's sake, I much desire 
To stop the old man's long discourse ; 
To leave them is the proper course : 
Will you allow me to retire ? 

ABNESTO. 

Is it because I came you go ? 

¥Bi^fiB|feK« 

Why, partly yes, and partly no. 

Yes, for I wished to go, I own, 

Before your steps did hither wend — 

And no, for parting with my friend 

I do not leave him now alone. [Exit. 
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ABNESTO. 

Adieu. 

FBEDEBICK. 

I beg you will declare 
Whate'er you're anxious to confide ; — 
Why do you look on every side ? 

ABIOISTO. 

I'm only looking for a chair. 

For, being quite unused to walking, 

I feel fatigued and somewhat heated ; 

I think we may as well be seated 

As standing, all the time we're talking. 

They sit doum. 

TBEDEBICE, (mde. 

Oh, heavens ! was ever such assurance ! 
To come at such an hour as this, 
"When I was on the wings of bliss ! 
His coolness is beyond endurance ! 

ABNESTO. 

Ho^ do you make the night pass o'er ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

I sometimes at the court attend ; 
Whither I shall be proud to lend 
My arm, and see you to your door. 

ABNESTO. 

'Ti^ rather early. 

FBEDEBICE, Oside. 

Powers that rule ! 
Must I then lose my life and love ? 

ABNESTO. 

Do you play piquet ? 



j:^ 
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fbedebioe:, aside. 

Heavens above ! 
Was ever anything so cool ? 
No, my good lord. [Aloud. 

ABKESTO. 

Being out of tune, 
Depressed, I left my home to-day, 
And feeling better, wish to stay. 
Nor care for going home so soon. 

FBEDEBICK. 

My lord, I feel disturbed, enraged. 
At being compelled to go ; to-night 
I have, in truth, so much to write, 
That all my time shall be engaged. 

He wishes to rise, hut Amesto prevents him. 

ABNESTO. 

Let me assist you with your task : 
A good, fair, flowing hand I bring. 

EBEDEBIGK. 

I could not think of such a thing ! 

AENESTO. 

Nay, *tis a favour that I ask ! 

FBEDEBIOE. 

A very bad return 'twould be 

For your great kindness and attention : 

Besides, my lord, I have to mention 

One reason why I wished to see 

Your lordship no 3,- one 

Of m^ b I VtD ooi meet 

To-ni| , p's street. 
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ABNESTO. 

I will attend you — ^let's be gone. 
My power to serve you is not great, 
But what I can I'll do ; I'll wait 
Outside the door till break of dawn ; 
Or, trust me, Erederick, tell me, is it 
An assignation you have made ? 
If so, come on ; be not afraid 
That aught shall interrupt your visit. 

EBEDEBICE. 

My lord, your courage well I know, 
But I must go alone ; adieu. 

JSe rises from his chair, 

ABKESTO. 

With you 
I go to-night where'er you go. 

EBEDEBICK. 

My lord, what thus compelleth thee ? 

ABISTESTO. 

To find the cause, perhaps 'twere best 
To ask the trouble of your breast. 

FBEDEBIGK, oside. 

What shall I say ? ah ! woe is me ! — 

No trouble doth my bosom hide. [Aloud. 

ABNESTO. 

What it concealeth — well I know : — 
And so from this thou shalt not go, 
Unless by me accompanied. 

FBEDEBICE, Oside, 

Was e'er bewilderment more rare P 



J 
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▲BITESTO. 

You seemed sarprised. 

FBEPSBICK. 

' I am, indeed, 

ABKESTO. 

Well, let us, Prederick, speak out &ir : 
I know a person waits you now, 
By whom a message has been sent. 

EBEDEBiCK, oazde. 

Will cruel fortune ne'er relent ? 
Can fate a sterner aspect show ? 

ABKESTO. 

To my honour and my fame, 
Having heard of it, 'twas due 
To prevent this interview :— 
When you recollect my name — 
Grovemor of Parma — ^you 
Must, upon the moment, see 
That a certain duty claim 
My unspotted rant and &me : 
If I now could part from thee, 
I would wholly fedl, I fear, 
In the motives that should move 
An appointed judge, and prove 
But a worthless cavalier : 
So, by Heaven ! 'tis only due 
Unto both, for both agree, 
That you here remain with me. 
Or that I go hence with you : — 
Knowing now what 'tis you seek— 
What you rashly would commit. 
Think you that I could permit P 

s 

/ 
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fredesicb:, aside. 

Ah ! can words more plainly speak ? 

My lord, your arguments must claim [Aloud, 

Great weight, no doubt, but do not chafe 

If I insist that still are safe 

Your spotless character and name ; 

By me they cannot be made less. 

ABNESTO. 

How, if you act as you intend ? 

FBSDEBICK. 

First, will you graciously extend 
Your kind indulgence to me ? 

ABKESTO. 

Yes. 

TBEDEBICE. 

My birth, my blood, you recollect P 

ABNESTO. 

I know thy noble blood has run 
Pure as the light that leaves the sun. 

FBEDEBICE. 

Trusting to this, I now expect 
That you will cause the person, who 
Has written, as you understand, 
Also to offer me the hand. 

ABNESTO. 

That, Frederick, I shall gladly do. 
Nor from the friendly task desist, 
Until your hands together meet. 



L 
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TBEDEBICK. 

A thousand times I kiss your feet ! 

AENESTO. 

So tell me your antagonist, 

And I shall on the instant, fly 



EBEDEBIOE, astde. 

Ah ! me, how vainly I believed 
My bliss was real ! 

ABIOSSTO. 

To the aggrieved 
Expectant party waiting nigh. 

EBEDEBICK. 

And can it possibly be true. 
You know not yet the person ? 

ABKESTO. 

No; 
That you have quarrelled I but know, 
And that your rival challenged you. 

EBEDEBIGE. 

Know you no more than this ? 

ABKESTO. 

No more. 

EBEDEBICE. 

Then I shall 

ABIOSSTO. 

What? 



Since 



7BBDEBI0K. 

so inquire ; 
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Who my opponent is, before 

Tou learned it otherwise, would be 

To act unlike a cavalier ; 

And so my duty is quite clear 

To keep the engagement without thee. 

ABNESTO. 

Think you, my honour knows not how 
Its duties also to fulfil ? 

rSEDEBICK. 

Indeed, I know it well, but stijl 
Mine is more pressing : longer now 
Thus to absent myself, wiU lay 
My peace, my honour in the dust. 

AENESTO. 

Well, notwithstanding all, I must 
Prevent this meeting. 

FBEDEBICE. 

How? 



Ho! there. 



AENESTO. 

This way : 



Enter some Soldiers. 

SOLDIEE. 

My lord ? 

AENESTO. 

These doors secure. 
I give them to thy charge this night : 
Yield yourself prisoner; nor fight [To Fred, 
Against your fate. 



I' 

i 
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EBEDEBICK, Oside. 

Alas ! how sure 
Have my misfortunes ever been ! — 
"With a less numerous guard, you may 
Be quite secure ! — O Heavens ! to-day 
Naught but dead hopes and joys are seen ! 

ABNESTO. 

As matters are, I well may be 
Perfectly safe ; but still would I 
Caution you not to attempt to fly, 
As death will be the penalty. 

{_JSxit with Soldiers; Frederick remains 
alone, 

EBEDEBICK. 

Ah ! how little would appear 

The threatened vengeance of this man, 

If no other risk I ran — 

If I had not more real fear : — 

For, O Heavens ! — ^to force my way 

Out of this prison now, would prove 

A public scandal to my love ; — 

But any longer here to stay 

Ignorant how have matters gone 

With Laura, even that pain exceeds ; — 

I know a secret way that leads 

From this house to the neighbouring one. 

Laura, wait — with panting breath. 

Love, thy longed-for presence gains, 

Though thy father threatens chains — 

Though Flerida threatens death ! [Hxit, 
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SCENE lY. — THE GAEDEN lOBAB THE BBIDGE — 

HEIGHT. 

LAUEA. 

Oh ! thou cold, fatal shadow of the night, 

The cradle and the sepulchre of light ; 

If all the crimes of love, from age to age. 

Were written on thy dark and mourning page. 

Then would as many tales be read on high, 

As there are sapphire planets in the sky. 

There, too, perchance, my destiny is drawn. 

To fade and vanish in the coming dawn. 

There in thy shining annals may be read 

The fate of one like me, who thus doth tread 

Blindly the jealous shadows of despair. 

But thy impartial pages would declare 

The cause, and thus to every eye discover 

A tyrant father, and a hated lover ; 

A jealous mistress too. But oh, d^ead fear ! 

My love, my life, my lord, my Frederick dear, 

Why dost thou now delay ? why make this wild 

unrest ? 
Alas ! how fear afflicts the expectant breast ! — 
What can have happened to him ? Ah ! my woes. 
How soon a fatal reason you suppose — 
That he has changed (O pitying Heavens above !) 
Because Flerida has declared her love : — 
Were it not better that you should suggest 
No fault like this could stain so pure a breast—* 
And that some accident must interfere 
To hold him back, and keep me waiting here ? — 
But not with ease, the mind its fear resigns, 
To trust the good and doubt the evil signs : — 
How does it happen, let me ask, that joy 
Lives in our hearts less honoured than annoy ? 



i 
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It cannot be, when anxious questions rise, 
That joy alone can answer love with lies ; 
While griefs foreboding ever seemeth true, 
We know not wh^ they do so, but they do. 

Enter flebida, without perceivvng Laura. 

ELEBIDA. 

Fabio told me that his master 

Bade him in the park await him ; 

Which doth clearly prove his mistress 

Dwelleth somewhere in the palace. 

Laura went to rest so early, 

That I had not time to order 

Her attendance in the garden ; 

And as I could trust none other, 

I have been compelled to venture 

Here alone, for fear Amesto 

May have failed in what I ordered. 

Ah ! if I may trust the lustre. 

Shining through the trembling branches. 

From tne azure planets yonder, 

I can recognise some person. 

Who is there ? 

LAUBA, aside. 

It is Florida ! 
Now my subtle wit assist me : — 
Tell me who is that that's waiting ? [Aloud. 
For her highness has commanded 
I should learn who is the person 
That, protected by the darkness, 
In the precincts of her palace. 
Treats her with so much dishonour. 

ELEBIDA. 

Laura^ do not speak so loudly. 



A 
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LATTBA. 



Who are you ? 



PLESIDA. 

I am Merida. 



•^ LAUBA. 

You, Senora ? how does't happen 
That at such an hour I Bee you P 

ELEBIDA. 

Having all the day forgotten 
To request you 

LAUBA, aside. 

How I tremble ! 

ELEBIDA. 

To come hither, I considered 
It were best to come myself here. 

LAUBA. 

Oh ! you wrong me, dear Sefiora : 
Is it not enough to teU me 
Once the object of your wishes, 
Without giving me each moment 
Special orders for my guidance ? 
Furthermore, I had this evening 
Other reasons for my coming. 

FLEBIDA. 

What were these ? 

LAUBA. 

Beneath my window, 
Which upon the park doth open, 
I could hear the tramp of horses ; 
And the novelty induced me 
To descend and search the garden. 



i 
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FLEBIDA. 

What you tell me is in keeping 
With my private information ; 
For your zeal I'm very gratefiil. 
Did you in the park discover 
Anything that seemed peculiar ? 

LAUBA. 

I saw nothing whatsoever 
Of the person that I looked for. 
But you can retire, Senora, 
Now that I am here ; believe me 
Nothing shall escape my searching. 

TLEBIDA. 

Be it so, but you remain here. 

LAUEA. 

Certainly. {^Same one knocks, 

ELEBIDA. 

What means this knocking ? 

LAUBA. 

Many times the wind deceives one. 

\^£jnockinff repeated, 

TLEBIDA. 

This is surely no deception : 
Open and reply. 

LATJBA. 

Senora ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Open ; and to give you courage, 
I m; f I 1 beside you. 



M 
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We shall learn wbo seeks admission. 
And the name of her he seeketh, 
If he should but chance to name her. 

LATIBA. 

But my voice is too familiar. 

FLEBIDA. 

You can slightly change your accent — 
Come, I say. 

LATIBA, tmde. 

Oh ! never, never, 
Was there such a cruel precept ! 
How shall I support the double 
Part assigned me in this drama. 
When the night forbids my using 
Our ingenious secret cipher ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Why thus tremble ? 

LAUBA. 

Lest they know me 
When I speak. 

FLEBLDA. 

What groundless terror ! 
Come, I say — 

LAUBA. 

Who's there ? 
[Opens the window of the trellis, 

FBEDEBiCK, within, 

FBEDEBIOE. 

A wretched. 
Dying man, divinest Laura ! 
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LAUBA. 

Did I not declare, Senora, 
That I would be known the moment 
That I spoke — you see't has happened 
At the fo'st word that I uttered. 

ELEBIDA. 

Yes, and that is little wonder ; 

I too would have known you, Laura. 

LATIBA. 

Cavalier, since you do know me. 
You do also know for certain 
That I'm not the wished-for lady, 
Whom your hopes are here expecting — 
Go away, and thank your fortune 
That my much-offended honour 
Takes no deeper mode of vengeance 
Than to close the window on you. 

^Closes the window, 

PBEDE^ICE. 

My life, my soul, my dearest Laura, 
My love, indeed, I am not guilty — 
My tardiness was forced upon me— 
Listen, lady, though you kill me, 
Or I will myself destroy me ! 

LAUBA, to Flerida. 

Why do you compel my speaking ? 
When just now I told you — 

ELEBIDA. 

Silence ! 

LAUBA. 

If my fat] •, or ] o 

Could 1 i] L. ^ 
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FLEBIDA. 

Speak not so loudly. 

LAUBA, aside. 
Who e'er felt so strange a torture f 

FBEDEBICK. 

Hear me, though you kiU me after — 
Once again, my beauteous Laura. 

\_Merida opens the toindow. 

FLEBLDA. 

What then would you wish to tell me ? 

FBEDEBICK. 

That rierida's jealous anger 

Sent to me your sire, Amesto, 

Who, by force of arms, detained me 

AU the evening in my chamber. 

So that tin this moment, dearest, 

I could not come here. — ^Why linger ? 

In the park our horses tarry. 

From the duke I carry letters, 

Which will gain us full protection 

In his royal court of Mantua. 

Come with me — what, though the morning 

Glimmers o'er the eastern mountains — 

Once with thee upon the journey, 

I shall fear no interruption. 

LATJBA, aside. 

If a word he could have added, 

He would not have stopped ! I perish ! 

FLEBLDA. 

^ Frederick, it is too near morning 
Now to think of going with you ; 
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It is better you should enter 
Once again your prison chamber, 
And, perhaps a kinder fortune 
May befriend us on to-morrow. 

FBEDEBIC£. 

Thou, my life, my soul, for ever 

Shall I study to obey thee ; 

But thou art not angry with Ine ? 

FLEBIDA. 

Not with thee, but with my planet ! 

Now adieu ! [Closes the grating, 

FBEDEBICK. 

Adieu ! [Exit 



Lady ! 



FLEBIDA. 

So, Laura. 

LAUBA. 



ELEBIDA. 

Tell me naught, 
For of nothing do I ask you :^ 
Jealousy will strike me dead ! [Aside, 

LArBA. 

But consider 

FLEBIDA. 

Lead the way ; 
Here we can remain no longer. 

LArBA, aside. 
How I tremble at her vengeance ! 

FLEBIDA. 

I shall show ) world, I am 
Who I am :- us enter. 
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LATJBA, (taide. 

Ah ! unhappy : — since to-day 
Every hope of mine hath perished ! 

TTie garderirgate is opened, and abkesto, fabio, and 
the gua/rd enter. Day begins to dawn, 

FLEBIDA. 

But who opes the garden-gate 
At this early hour of morning ? 

LAITBA. 

If the light, which yet doth tremble 
Doubtfully, doth not deceive, 
One among them is my father. 

FLEBIDA. 

Yes, 'tis he ; let us remain, — 
To find out with what intention 
Thus he comes so early. 

LATJBA, aside. 

Heaven 1 
Guard my life, my fame, my honour. 

[They retire, 

ABNESTO. 

Fabio, you have now to tell me 
With what purpose you were waiting 
With two horses in the park. 

FABIO. 

First your lordship will take notice 
That I never in my lifetime 
Ever did a thing on purpose — 
Being a very different person 
From a man of purpose. 
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ABNESTO. 

What 
Kept you waiting there, I ask you ? 

EABIO. 

Why, as I would, some time longer. 
Sit at table with my master, 
I must do as he commands. 

ABIfESTO. 

Say, with whom did Frederick quarrel 
Yesterday ? . 

FABIO. 

It must have been 
With his lady, since the period 
Of her meeting him is past. 

ABKESTO. 

I will make you tell me truly 
All you know. Do not imagine 
That you can escape me. 

FABIO. 

So 

Said a doctor once, when hunting, 
To a man who came to say, 
Look ! Sir, there a hare is Ivinc; 
In its bed. — Tour worship lend 
Me your arquebuse to shoot her, 
E*er she rises from her form :— 
In a loud voice thus he answer'd,— 
Have no fear that she will rise, 
Since she's lying in her bed,' 
And the doctor called to see hep- 
Think you she will e'er get up ? 
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ABKE8T0* 

Eabio, I am glad to find you 
In BO light and gay a mood. 

TABIO. 

'Tis my nature. 

ABiTESTO, perceiving the Duchess. 

Ah! Senora, 
Art thou here ? 

ELEBIDA. 

My griefs -have drawn me 
To the garden : what is this P 

ABNESTO. 

Anxious to obey your orders, 
Frederick, I, tms night confined, 
Since I could by no manoeuvre 
Keep him quietly at home. 
Having left him safely guarded 
In his house, without the danger 
Of his making his escape 



FLEBIDA. 

t 

le was guarded. 



Ay ! 'tis evident how strictly 



ABNESTO. 

I went seeking 
Through the park, to meet the man 
Who was waiting for his coming, 
And the only one I found, 
Was his servant, Fabio, standing 
With two horses ; wishing then 
That the news of his confinement 
Would not be divulged by him, 



J 
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I desired to bring the fellow 
To my quarters, through this gate 
(Since a master-key I carry), 
And secure him there. 

FABIO. 

What crime 
Is it to be found, your worship. 
Holding horses ? 

ABKESTO. 

What must I 
Do with him and with his servant ? 

ELEBIDA. 

You must here bring Frederick, 

Since my only motive was 

To prevent a great misfortune ; 

And as I, or more, or less 

Know enough of its occasion, 

I can bear to see him now : 

And you may set free the servant. 

EABIO. 

I a thousand kisses tender 
To your feet. 

ABKESTO. 

I bring him here. 

[UxU, iffUh gua/rd, 

LAUBA. 

Lady ! what is thy intention ? 
Oh ! be kind to my good name !— 

FLEBIDA. 

Let me, Lauia 

T 

M 
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Unter hskbt. 

HEKBY. 

If a stranger 
May presume to ask a boon 
Of your kind consideration, — 
Frederick's pardon let it be, 
And his freedom too. 

FLSBIDA. 

'Tis nothing 
That you ask me, since in all things 
He is free as thought could wish : — 
But, of this inform me, Henry, 
Have you had to-day a letter 
From the duke ? 

HENBT. 

Sefiora, no. 

FLEBIDA. 

Then, I have. 

HEITBY, aside, 

A strange invention ! 

FLSBIDA. 

And in it the duke has written, 
That your quarrel is arranged, 
And all difficulties settled ; — 
So that you, to-morrow morning, 
May from Parma go, since naught 
Needs your longer stay in Parma. 

HBITBT. 

Though, Senora, from the duke, 
I, indeed, received no letter, 
I have had one from a friend. 
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Which doth tell me, not too quickly 
To go hence, for still my dearest 
Hopes are all unrealized. 

FLSBIDA. 

That is what your Mend has written, 
This again is what I say — 
That you go to-morrow morning 
Forth from Parma ; nothing needs 
Here your stay, and there you're needed. 

HEKBY, aside. 

What a courteous style, O Heavens ! 
Doth Flerida use in driving 
Me from all my hope and her ! 

JEnter lisabdo. 

LISABDO. 

Let me kiss your hand, O sovereign 
Gk)ddess of this verdant sphere ! — 
Let me kiss the hand of Laura, 
As the earnest of my joy — 
Since the hoped-for dispensation, 
Which for ages hath my love 
Long awaited, in these letters 
Has arrived ! 

FLEBiDA, aside. 

Most opportunely 
Has it come 

LAT7BA, aside. 

O final sorrow ! 

FLEBIDA. 

Since to-day I have 

t2 



276 THE BEOBST IK WOEDB. 

Miter ABinssTO and fbssebtoe. 

ABKESTO. 

SeiLora, 
Here is Frederick. 

EBEDEBIOK. 

I wait 
Your commands, your higlmess. 

PLEBIDA. 

Give 
Here a husband's hand to Laura, 
For I conquer now myself; 
And the world may know the reason. 

ABiTBSTO and lisabdo. 
What sai/ you ? 

TLEBIDA. 

I am who I am. 

ABNESTO. 

But Senora, thou forgettest 

That my honour thou dost wrong ? 

LISABDO. 

Do you not reflect, Senora, 

That you wrong my fondest love ? 

PLEBIDA. 

This, Lisardo, this, Amesto, 
Both of them require. 

ABNESTO. 

And this — 
Did my honour need new reasons — 
"Why I never could consent — 
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It was Laura that was waiting : — 
That for thee is quite enough. 

LISABDO. 

Yes, for him, but not for me ! — 
For my life shall not be backward 
To defend its dearest rights. 

[P«^ his hand to his sword. 

FLXBIDA. 

How's this P 

EBEDSBICE. 

And mine too, to sustain them. 

ABITESTO. 

I am at thy side, Lisardo. 

HENBY, to M'ederick, 
And I at thine. 

7LEBIDA, aside. 

bitter pain ! 
But if love has learned to cause it, 
Honour be the remedy : — 
If — ^because it is my pleasure — [Aloud. 

My command is not enough. 
Let it be enough to tell thee, 
That at Frederick's side doth stand 
The duke of Mantua. 

ABNESTO. 

Who, Senora P 

HENBY. 

I, who serving fair Flerida, 
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Was an inmate of his house : — 
I, who Frederick and Laura 
Thus am happy to defend. 

ELEBIDA. 

And J also, that the world 
May behold my moderation. 
Even my passion doth exceed. 



# 



ABKESTO. 

Since, Lisardo, duke and duchess 
Thus protect them, thus defend them, 
Nothing more my honour needeth, — 
I must £Ei>your them likewise. 

LIBABDO. 

Though the loss to me is mighty. 
Equal is the consolation, 
That I see her heart's affections 
Ever were to Erederick given. 

HEITBY to Flerida. 

And I, too, thus humbly kneeling 
At thy feet, implore thee, lady, 
To reward my love, my pains. 

PLBBIDA. 

Take my hand : for I am anxious, 
Once, of who I was, forgetful, 
Now to think of who I am. 

LAXTBA. 

Heaven my dearest hope fulfilleth ! 

FBEDEBIOE. 

Now my b oompleteth heaven ! 
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IfABIO. 

Oh ! how many times ! how often 
Was I on the point of saying 
That the mistress of my master 
"Was the lovely lady, I^ura : 
But the Secret now is uttered 
Out yi words — ^as is the title 
Of our play, whose &ults to pardon 
Humbly at thy feet we pray. 



END OF THE SECBET IN WOBDB. 
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PHYSICIAN OF HIS OWN HONOUR. 



9 Cragetf^. 



PEESONS EEPEESENTED. 



The King, DON PEDRO. 

The Infarde, DON ENRIQUE, his Brother. 

DON GUTIERRE ALFONSO DE SOlIs. 

DON ARIAS. 

DON DIEGO. 

LUDOVICO, a Surgeon, 

COQUIN, servaTii to Don ChUierre, 

,Dona, MENCIA DE ACUNA, vfife of Don Outierre. 

Dona LEONORE. 

INES, servaTU to Dona Leonore. 

JACINTA, slave to Dona Mencia. 
THEODORA, 



} 



servants to Dona Mencia. 
SILVIA, 

Soldiers, Musicians, Attendants, die. 



SCENE-SEVILLE AND ITS ENVIRONS. 



THE 

PHYSICIAN OF HIS OWN HONOUR. 



ACT L— SCENE I. 



The open cotmtry, Apvhlic road at one side, and 
near it a chdteau. The sotmd of a htmt is heard 
from vjithi/n. The Infcmte don enbiqtje enters 
tottering, am^d falls upon the stage. A little (tfter, 
DON AEIA8 and DON DIEGO enter; and last of 
all, the King DON psdbo, with his attendants. 

ENBIQirS. 

Good Heavens ! mj brain whirls round and 
round ! ^Falls. 

abLus. 
May Heaven protect your grace ! 

KINO. 

How now ? 

abIas. 

His steed has fallen, I know not how, 
And thrown the prince upon the ground. 

KINO. 

If in ~ > doth kneel, 

8ala i 1 it towers, 
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Better it were the heavenly powers 
Had still detained him in Castile. 
Enrique ! Brother ! 

DIEGO. 

Lord! and chief! 

KINO. 

Does he not move ? 

ABfAS. 

Alas ! like stone 
He lies ; his pulse and colour gone. 
What sad mischance ! 

niEOO. 

What bitter grief! 

To yonder pretly country-seat 

Beside the pubhc way, advance, 

Good Don Arias ; there, perchance, 

The quiet of the calm retreat 

May soon the prince's health restore. 

Here you can all remain, and see 

The end ; but bring a horse to me. 

For I have yet to teavel more : 

This accident has made me wait 

Too long already. I must try, 

Before the light of day doth die, 

To reach as far as Seville's gate — 

There you can bring the news to me. [.E»ft. 

abIas. 

This single act that now we know. 
More than a thousand proofs will show 
How stem and hard his heart must be, 
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Who could a brother thus neglect, 
Leaving him without sense or breath, 
And struggling in the arms of death ? 
By heaven ! — 

DIEGO. 

Be silent. Eecollect, 
That if at times stone walls may hear, 
Trees, Don Arias, sometimes see ; 
Besides, 'tis naught to you or me, 
And might, perchance, soon cost us dear. 

abIas. 

Thou, Don Diego, (quickly go 
To yonder villa ; brmg them word 
How that the prince, our gracious lord. 
Is thrown from off his horse. But no ; 
Better that in his present state. 
We bear the Infante in. 



Good counsel. 



DIEGO. 

You give 



abIas. 

Let Enrique live, 
I ask no other boon of fate ! 

Exeunt, the attendants hearing the Infante. 
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SCENE II. — A sixooir nr don gutiebbe's 

TILLA. 



Unter doSx mencia and jacinta. 

IfENCIA. 

I saw him from the tower below, 

The winding road advancing over ; 

And though I could not well discover 

What followed after, well I know 

That some misfortune has occurred. 

I saw a ofsllant cavaUer 

Upon a light steed riding near, 

It rather seemed the swSlbest bird 

That ever on the quick winds flew ; 

For like a bird's nch plumes, his crest. 

Descending o'er his head and breast. 

Upon the air its splendour threw : 

The earth and sky did both unite 

To grace it with their several powers — 

The beauteous earth bestowed its flowers. 

The wondrous sky its starry light — 

Changeful in hue, as chance doth fling, 

Or tinted shades, or golden beams, 

Eor now a perfect sun it seems. 

And now it seems the painted spring. 

The steed that thus did prance and bound 

Eell ; when another change occurred : 

For what did late appear a bird 

Lay like a rose upon the ground, — 

Thus imitating in one hour 

Whate'er is best of bright and fair. 

'Twas sun — 'twas sky — 'twas earth and air 

At once bird, beast, and star, and flower ! 



M 
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JACIKTA. 



Ah ! Senora, hither press 
In through the doorway — 

MENCIA. 

Who? 

JACINTA. 

A throng, 
Crowding confusedly along. 

IfEKCIA. 

Why they come here I cannot guess. 

'nter dok abIas and doit dieoo following the 
attendants carrying the ikfantb in their arms. 
They place him in a chair, 

DIEOO. % 

In the houses of the noble 
Is the royal blood so valued, 
So esteemed, it gives us courage 
Here to enter in this manner. 

MENCIA. 

Who is this I see P Oh, Heavens ! [Aside, 

DiEeo. 

'Tis the Infante, Bon Enrique, 
Brother of the king, Don Pedro. 
At vour door his horse has fiEdlen, 
Ana, half dead, we've brought him hiiHer. 

MlirciAy aside. 
Hdj Heftfea! O sad misfiartune ! 



i 
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ABIAS. 

Tell us, lady, in what chamber 
We can place the prince, our master, 
TiU he may regain his senses. — 
But can I trust my eyes, Senora?... 

MEKCIA. 

Don Arias P 

ABfAS. 

Oh ! 'tis certain 
This is all a dream, a vision, 
That I see thee, that I hear thee : 
Can it be that Don Enrique, 
The Infante — ^your adorer — 
Now your lover more than ever — 
Coming back to thee and Seville, 
In so sad a manner meets thee ? 

MEirCIA. 

'Tis no dream : — alas ! 'tis real. 

abIas. 
Here what dost thou ? 

MEirciA. 

Thou wilt know it 
Presently ; but now we cannot 
Spare a moment from attending 
On the suffering prince, your master. 

abIas. 

Who'd have said, that thus so strangely 
He would come to see you ? 

MBKCIA. 

Silence ; — 
It concetns me, Don Arias. 
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ABfAS. 

Why? 

MENCIA. 

Ifc doth affect my honour : — 
Enter into yonder chamber, 
There you'U find a couch that's covered 
"With a soft skin, flower-embroidered — 
And, although the bed be humble, 
There the prince may rest. Jacinta, 
Quickly brmg the finest linen, 
Perfumed with the sweetest odours, 
"Worthy of such high emplo3rment. 

Exit jadntu. 

abIas. 

"While they make their preparations, 
Let us leave a while his highness* 
"We, perchance, may give assistance, 
If there's help in this misfortune. 
JExetmt Bon Aruu, Don DUgOj and the 
attendants, 

MEKOIA. 

Now, at length, alone they've left me : 

"Woidd, oh ! would it were, ye heavens ! 

"With the sanction of my honour. 

Now to speak my inmost feelings : 

"Would that I with words could open 

The icy dungeon of my silence, 

AVhere the glowing flame is prisoned ; — 

That sad dungeon which, in ashes, 

Even in its ruins telleth. 

Here was Love ! What's this I've spoken ? 

What is this, ye heavenly powers P 

Ah ! I'm what I am ! Ketum me. 

Tell-tale air, the frenzied accents 

Thou hast from my pale lips cmried ; 

XT 
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Since, altbougli IVe dared to breathe them, 

'Tis not right that thou should'st publish 

What I ought to hide in silence ; 

For I know that now I am not 

Mistress of my heart or feelings ; 

And if I, to-day, indulge in 

These my feelings, 'tis but only 

That I may the more subdue them ; 

Since no virtue can be real 

That has not been tried. 'Tis only 

In the crucible that truly 

Gleams the golden ore ; the loadstone 

Tests the steel, and by the diamond 

Is the diamond tried : while metals 

Gleam the brighter in the furnace. 

Thus my honour, by relying 

On itself, shall still grow brighter, 

"When I come mysen to conquer — , 

Since no honour can be perfect 

That has never yet been tested. 

Pity ! — Powers of goodness, pity ! 

May I, thus my love concealmg, 

Live ! as now I die, in silence ! — 

Enrique ! — lord ! 

EifBiQTJE, reeoverinff. 
Who calls? 

MEKCIA. 

O ! gladness. 

ENRIQUE. 

Heaven be praised ! — 

MENOIA. 

That you are living 
Still, your highness. 
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EKBIQXJE. 

Say, where ami? 



2^ 



MENCIA. 

Where, at least, is one that feeleth 
For your safety. 

EKBIQUS. 

I believe it, — 
If this happiness, for being 
Mine, shall not in air evanish : 
Since, within myself debating, 
I am doubtful at this moment 
Whether I awake, am dreaming. 
Or asleep, but seem to hear thee : 
But why make inquiry further. 
Seeming truth still darker clouding P 
If 'tis true that now I slumber, 
May I never wake from sleeping ! 
Or if I in truth am waking. 
May I never sleep henceforward ! 

Let it please your royal highness 

Prudently to think but onfy 

Of your health, that it may lengthen 

Out your life through years unnumbered. 

Phoenix of your deathless glory — 

Imitating that strange being. 

Bird, and flame, red coal, and ^low-worm. 

Urn, pile, voice, and conflagration, 

Which in fire is generated, 

Breathes, and lives, and lasts, and dyeth — 

Of itself the child and parent — 

Then you'll learn from me hereafter 

Where you are. 

u2 
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^KBIQUE. 

I do not wish it ; 
Since if I do live, and see thee, 
Greater bliss I cannot hope for ; 
Nor if I am dead, can ever 
Greater happiness delight me, 
Since, indeed, it must be heaveli 
"Where so fair an angel dwelleth. 
Thus I care not to (fiscover 
What the accidents or chances 
That my life have hither guided, * 
"Not what turned thy own life hither ; 
Since to know that 1 am with you, 
Where you are, is full contentment. 
And thus i/ou have naught to tell me, 
Nor to aught have I to listen. 

MEKCIA. 

Of so many fair illusions 
Time will quickly disabuse thee. 
But at present, tell me truly 
How your highness is ? 

ENBIQUE. 

Why, never 
Have I in my life been better ; 
Only in this foot, a little 
Pain I feel. 

MENCIA. 

The fall was fearful ; 
But a little rest will quickly 
All your former health restore thee. 
And thy bed is now preparing. 
Where thou canst repose in safety. 
You will pardon me, I pray thee, 
For such humble entertainment ; 
Though, indeed, I staad excused. . 
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ENBIQUE. 

Spoken like a noble lady, 

Mencia. Are you then the mistress 

Of this house ? 

MBNCIA. 

Why no, your highness, 
But of him who is the master, 
I must say I am. 

Who M he? 

MEKCIA. 

An illustrious caballero, 

Soils Alfonso Gutierre, 

Both my husband and your servant. 

SNBIQUE. 

What ! — ^your husband ! [^Bises. 

MENCIA. 

Tes, your highness. 
Do not raise yourself; detain thee. 
See, to stand you are not able 
On your foot. 

EITBIQITE. 

Tes, yes, I'm able. 

JSnter noK AJtf as. 
abIas. 

Let me, lord, enfold a thousand 
Times your feet in my embraces, 
Grateful for the happy favour 
Which, in saving thee, has given 
Life imto us all. 
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Unter dov diego. 

BIXOO. 

Your faighneBa, 
Now unto your own apartment 
Can retire, where all is ready 
That the finest thought could picture 
On the fancy. 

XKBIQXJE. 

Don Arias, 
Bring me here my horse this instant- 
Bring me my horse, good Don Diego : 
Hence we must depart this moment. 

abIas. 
What do you say, my lord ? 

That quickly ; 

You bring here my horse. 

DIEGO. 

Consider 

abIas. 
Think a moment 

ENBIQUE. 

Troy is burning, 
And im'' heart, a new ^neas, 
Must 1 rescue from the ruin ! — 
Ah ! Don Arias, my o'erthrowing 
Was not purely accidental, 
Eather a propnetic omen 
Of my death : indeed, 'twas fitting 
That, by Heaven's decree, I hither 
Should be carried to my death-bed, 
In the house where you are married. 

To tmcHL 
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That at once mi^ht then be spok^ 

G-ratulations and condolence, 

For your wedding and my buriaL 

"When my horse approached your dwelling 

He, with doable fire and spint, 

Dared the most surprising actions : 

For a rapid bird appearing, 

He, with scomfnl neighings, challenged 

Even the lightnings to the combat, 

When the swifb winds he had conquered ; 

'Till, before your very threshold, 

Jealousy raised unseen mountains. 

Over wnich his proud feet stumbled ; 

For sharp jealousy will madden 

Even the very brute. No rider 

Ever sat his horse so firmly, 

That he could not from his stirrups 

Be cast down at such a moment : 

Miracle of thy sweet beauty, 

I conceived this fall the saving 

Of my Hfe : but now the illusion 

Being o'er, it seems the vengeance 

Of my death : since it is certain 

I, indeed, must die ; and never 

Miracles are proved by dying. 

He who now would hear your highness 

Thus complaining and repining, 

Would be forced to treat my honour 

With presumptions and suspicicms 

Most unwortny of it : nathless. 

If, perchance, the wind doth carry 

Any perfect ob Tation, 

Without teariu it asunder 

In divided aoce b, I would 

Wf ~ h im hm B ; 
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Often will the same breath utter 
EzplanatioDB too. Your highness^ 
Liberal in all your fiuicies — 
Generous in all your pleasures — 
Prodigal of your aflfections — 
Placed your eyes on me : I know it- 
It is true, and I believe it. 
You must also know how many 
Years of trial and temptation 
Has my honour been unvanquished, 
Standing like an ice-crowned mountain, 
Which the squadrons of the flowers, 
Armed by time, were round besieging. 
If I married, with what reason 
Can you now complain ? well knowing 
I was one beyond the circle 
Of your passions and your wishes : 
Far too high to be your mistress, 
Par too low to be your consort. 
Thus being wholly exculpated 
In this matter, as a woman, 
Humbly at your feet I ask you, 
Not, my lord, to leave this mansion, 
Placing at such certain peril 
Health and life. 

EKBIQUE. 

Ah ! greater dangers 
Do I in this house encounter. 

JEnter DON aTTTiEBBE and coQUiif. 

GUTtEBBE. 

Let me to your highness render 

Homage, ii I dare draw nigh 

To the sun that lights the sky 

Of Spain with majesty and splendour. 

With my heart, confused and tender, 
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Sad and joyfiil, draw I near ; 

And with eyes both blind and clear, 

Where that planet's light is blazing. 

Now an eagle, sunward gazing. 

Now a dazzled moth appear — 

Sad, for that mischance which late, 

When you fell, did darkly throw 

O'er Castile a cloud of woe — 

Joyful, that the hand of Fate 

Has unto its former state. 

With the charms that health embraces, 

Quite restored your lordship's life : 

Thus, conned in pleasing strife, 

Interchanging mutual graces. 

Pain and Pleasure change their places. — 

Who till now saw Pleasure's tear ? 

Who till now saw Sorrow's smile ? — 

Honour, for a little while. 

With your beams this humble sphere ; 

For the sun, so bright and clear. 

Though it light a palace wall, 

Still doth not disdain to fisdl. 

With its veil of golden woof. 

On the straw-thatched cottage roof. 

In its loving care of all : 

Thus wilt thou, who dost appear 

The sun of Spain, by tarrying here. 

'Tis not the splendour that outbreaks, 

It is the king the palace makes, 

Even as the sun doth make the sphere. 

EKBIQTTX. 

I esteem your pain and pleasure 
As you felt it ; and for this, 
G-utierre Alfonso de Solis, 
Gratitude beyond all measure 
In my bosom shall I treasure. 
Which you yet must feel. 
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GUTHfiBBB. 

Tout grace 
Honours me too much. 



EKBIQUE. 

And though 
The greatness of this house did tnrow 
Its ample shadow round the place, 
Though 'twere a sphere as great in space, 
As it in truth is beauty's sphere, 
Still I could not here remam : 
This fall will cost my life 'tis plain ; 
And not the fiEJl alone, for here 
I must forego, in doubt and fear, 
An object that doth all engage 
My mind ; and were it but one stage 
I must depart ; till thM is clear, 
Every moment is a year. 
Every instant is an age. 

OrTIEBBE. 

And can my lord have such a cause 
For thus departing hence, that he 
Will place in such extremity 
A life whose every action draws 
Down on itself the world's applause ? 

EKBIQXTE. 

I must this day to Seville go. 

GITTIEBBE. 

To pierce your secret well I know 
Is wrong, and that would greatly grieve 
My sense of right ; but I believe 
My love, niy loyalty are so 
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ENBIQVS. 

And if the cause I now would own, 
What would you say ? 

GUTISBBE. 

I do not seek 
The silence of your breast to break ; 
My lord, I'm not so curious grown. 

El^IQUE. 

Listen ; the cause shall now be known. 
I had a friend, who was to me 
A second self— 

OVTIBBBE. 

How blest was he ! 

EITBIQUX. 

To whom, when led by duty's call 
Away, I did entrust my all — 
My life — mj soul — one peerless she ! 
Say, was it just that he should break 
His plighted faith, his friend forsake. 
And all his promised care fores^, 
When I was absent from him r 

GTJTISBBE. 

No. 

EKBIQTJE. 

When for another's will and pleasure, 
He gave the keys of that rich treasure; 
When to another favoured guest, 
He oped that fond and feeling breast 
That late was mine ! How tndy measure 
The lover's pain, the friend's regret ! 
Can the lorn heart so soon fowt 
Its vanished dreams — ^its blissml sighs P 
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eUTIEBBE. 

No, my good lord ! 

SNBIQTTE. 

And then the skies 
Conspire to darken and to fret 
My Heart to-day ! Before my eyes 
I see my jealous thoughts arise ; 
In bodily shape they stand before me ; 
Where'er I look, they threaten o'er me, 
With monstrous leer and giant size. 
I see them here, and so would fain 
Fly from their looks so dark and drear : 
Strange though the miracle appear, . 
They come with me, and yet remain ! 

MENOIA. 

They say a woman's heart and brain 
Can best good council feel and give ; 
And so I pray, my lord, forgive 
The freedom that I take, when I 
Attempt the adviser's pstrt to try, 
And make you once more hope and live. 
I leave your jealousy apart, 
And say, that you should first attend 
The explanation of your friend. 
His innocence, far more than art, 
May quick restore him to your heart, 
For even in faults such difference lies, 
That punishment should not be given 
To all alike. Oh ! be not driven 
Headlong by passion's stormy sighs. 
Though jealousy o'erveils thine eyes. 
Think that no man has power to move 
Another being's will or love. 
As to your friend, methinks that I 
Have given your doubts a fit reply. 



■M 
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As to the lady, Heaven above 
Alone can tell how strong the DOwer 
That forced her to forget thy name. 
Oh ! call her no unworthy name — 
The fickle changeling of an hour. 
Judge her not, though suspicion lower — 
She may excuse her act. 

ENBIQUE. 

Ah ! weU 
I know 'tis vain. 

DIEGK), to the rNTANTE. 

My lord, the steed 
Is ready that you bade me lead. 

GUTIEBBE. 

If 'tis the same from which you fell 
This mom, my lord, ah ! do not sell 
Your life so cheap, as him to ride ; 
jRather accept from me the pride 
Of all my stud — a piebald mare- 
Swift as the wind and wondrous fair. 
Upon whose smooth and glossy side 
A palm-leaf is impressed — a sign 
That fortune meant her to be thine ; 
For, even of brutes, the birthdays are 
Ruled by a good or evil star. 
This wondrous prodigy, in fine. 
Is quite proportioned and well made ; 
AVide in the back, and broad of chest ; 
Its head and neck, as might be guessed. 
Short, and its feet and legs arrayed 
In strength, and daring undismayed. 
To form this steed, so Cght and tall, 
With its wide chest, and head so small^ 



302 THE PHYSIOIAK OF 

The mingled elements conspire— 
Its body earth, its soul of fire- 
Its foam the sea, and wind for all. 

ENBIQUE. 

Here the mind is lost, indeed, 

At the effort to explain 

Which doth lose, or which doth gain, 

By this animated diction — 

Whether the steed by the description. 

Or the description by the steed. 

OOQTJIN. 

Here I enter. Please your grace. 
Let me your hand or foot embrace, 
Though it is hard, as matters stand. 
Either to give your foot or hand. 

GITTIEBBE. 

Hence, fool ! this moment quit the place. 

EKBIQTJE. 

Why so ? Do not his freedom blam< 
His hmnour pleases me. 

COQUIN. 

I came, 
Obedient to your call. You said, 
Hither let the steed be led. 
Well we, my lord, ore both the same. 

EimiQUE. 

Then who are you ? 

COQimT. 

My words declare 
My station. I, my lord, am one 
Coquin, also Coquin's son ; 
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The livery of this house I wear — 
Provider-general of the mare ; 
I sleep amid its fr^rant hay ; 
In liberal fellowship I share 
Its nightly bed and daily &re ; 
And so, my lord, I come to pay 
My comphments upon your day. 

My day ? 

COQUTN'. 

Why yes, the thing is plain. 

ENBIQTJl!. 

They call that day a festival, 
Whereon some good event doth Ml. 
How can the day that brought me pain 
Be mine P Good Coquin, pray explain. 

coQinir. 

Because jonfell on it. They say, 
As every body knows, in all 
The almanacks, such feasts do fall 
On such and such a day. Then pray, 
Is this not Saint Enrique's day P 

GTrriBBRB. 

If your lordship is so prest. 
That you must go, 'tis best you stay 
No longer here ; for lo ! the day, 
Amid the cold waves of the wesl^ 
Sinks, to be the sea-god's guest. 

BITBIQUI. 

Fairest Mencia, Heaven protect you ! 
And to show that I respeot yooi 
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I will seek tliat lady, driven 
By the counsel you have given. 
Ah ! my grief, must I reject you lAside. 

From my breast unspoken. Bleed, 
Bleed in silence, and restrain 
Even the utterance of thy pain. 
Sad exchange I've made indeed — 
To leave my love and take his steed ! 
. Exeunt the Infcmte^ Don Anas, Don Diego, 
Coquin, cmd the abtendmU. 

OUTIEBBE. 

dearest Mencia ! — ^brightest — ^best — 
My queen, my mistress, and my wife ! 
Two souls in each divided life — 

Two lives in each divided breast 
Have thou and I, my love, possest. 
'Tis to that love, that now I feel, 

1 may securely trust to-day, 
For leave to go awhile away. 

And at my sovereign's feet to kneel. 

Upon his entering Castile. 

To give him hearty welcome there, 

Should every cavalier repair. 

Methinks I should his presence gain 

As one of Don Enrique's train ; 

For it is only just and fair. 

That I upon the prince should wait, 

Who, from this fall, has given so great 

An honour to this house and me. 

MENCIA. 

Some other cause, I plainly see. 
Moves thee to go, than what you state. 

GTJTIEBBE. 

Naught else, I swear, by those bright eyes ! 
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MSHTGIA. 

Who doubts that unextinguished sighs 
Por Leonore— from this dull spot 
Drive you away ? 

eUTISBBE. 

Oh ! name her not. 

'Tis thus with men, to-day they prize 
The thing to-morrow they may shun ; 
And what was joy to win, when won 
Turns in their hearts to cold despair. 

GUTIEBBE. 

Ah ! yes, I own the moon looked fair, 

Because I did not see the sun ; 

But now that I behold its light, 

And worship its divinest ray, 

I cannot so forget the day 

As think upon the vanished night, 

A flame once burned pure and bright. 

Whose lambent breath and shining hair 

Lit the sweet region of the air. 

The sun unveiled his glorious head, 

When lo ! amid the orient red. 

The roseate blush of morning fair. 

The little flame was lost and gone ; 

Ko more it sparkled, burned and shone. 

Quenched in the sunlight's sea of rays. 

Need I explain, with useless phrase. 

The little picture I have drawn P 

I loved a hght, whose flame was seen 

Until a g^reater planet rose — 

Which, m the light that planet throws 

From ofl" its disk of dazzling sheen, 

Vanished as if it ne'er had been. 

The flame that once seemed pure and bright, 

X 
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As in a crucible of light, 

Was melted by thy sunnier ejes ; 

Until the sun appears, we pnze 

The faintest star that decks the night. 

MENCiA. 

Oh ! what a flatterer thou art — 
So metaphysical, and so... 

GUTIEBBE. 

In fine, you give me leave to go. 

MENOIA. 

'Tis plain you're anxious to depart ; 
And yet, I cannot nerve my heart 
To bid you go. 

GUTIEBBE. 

Perhaps we two. 
In thought, may both depart and stay. 
My heart, though I be £Eur away, 
Will still be here — 

MENCIA. 

And mine with you. 
Adieu, my lord. 

GUTIEBBE. 

My love, adieu ! [Uxit. 

Enter jacinta. 

JACINTA. 

How sad, my lady, you remain. 

MENCIA. 

Ah ! yes, Jacinta, and with cause. 

JAOINTA. 

I cannot guess what reason draws 
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The colour from your cheek : 'tis plain 
Some hidden grief, some inward pain 
Affects you. 

Yes, 'tis even so. 

JAGIKTA. 

Will you not trust the cause to me ? 

MurciA. 

Dost thou desire I trust to thee 
My honour and my life, and show 
My inmost secrets ? Thou shalt know. 

JACHTTA. 

Say on, Sefiora. 

HBNGIA« 

I was bom 
In Seville. There Enrique saw 
And loved me, by the potent law 
That rules the world ; subdued my scorn, 
And, like a star that doth adorn 
The brow of heaven, upraised my name 
First in the lover's lists of fiune. 
My father, by abuse of might, 
Eestrained and trampled on my right 
Of choice, and gave, short time ago, 
My hand to Gutierre. Lo ! 
The prince returns : my heart is pained — 
Love I have lost, and honour gained. 
And this is all even I do know. [JBkeunt, 



x2 
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SCENE III. — X HALL IN SHB ALOiZAB, AT 

SBYILLE. 

JEnter dona leonosb and renss, m2^. 

INES. 

He comes to seek the chapel's calm retreat. 
Here wait the king, and kneel before his feet. 

LEONOBE. 

Now shall I gain what I have hoped for long, 
If I obtain but vengeance for my wrong. 

Unter the m^Q followed hy attendants and 

petitu>uer8. 

YOiCES, fcithm. 
Make way ! 

ONE. 

So please your majesty, peruse 
This paper. 

KINO. 

I shall do so. 

ANOTHEB. 

Oh! refuse 
Not this, your grace. 

AKOTHEB. 

Nor this one, I beseech. 

KING. 

'Tis well, *tis well. 

SOLDIBB, aside. 

He wasteth little speech. 
I am [Aloud. 

KING. 

Leave the petition — ^that will do. 
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SOLDIBB. 

I tremble, and cannot my fear sabdae. 
What makes you fear. 

SOLDIEB. 

Have I not seen your grace ? 

• 

KiKa. 
Yes ; 'tis enough ! What seek you in this place ? 

SOLDIEB. 

My lord, I am a soldier : some more pay. 

You ask but little ; for your late dismay. 
I make you Serjeant. 

BOLDIBB. 

Oh ! with outstretched pahns 
I bless you ! 

OLD HAK. 

A poor old man asks your alms. 

KLSQ. 

Here, take this diamond ring. 

OLD MA17. 

What! can it be 
You give it from your fingers unto me P 

KIKG. 

Yes ! had I power to aid thy suffering, 
I would bestow the world as now this ring. 

LEONOBB, kneeling. 

My lord, with troubled feet I come 
Before your feet to &1L 
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I come, for honour's sake, 

To ask, with weepine eyes, 

With sighs soon swimowed up in tears, 

With words that end in sighs, 

For justice at your hands, 

As 1 on Qoi ao call. 

Ladj, arise ; no fear need thee appal. 

LSONOBE. 

lam... [She rises, 

EUTG. 

Do not, I pray, address me yet — 
Let all who hear me go away. 

[77ie petitioners, and others ffo oui, 
Bpeak now, because if you have fled 
To me for honour's sake, as you have said, 
It were not just or right 
That honour should eompkdn thus in the public 

sight ; 
Or that the hand of justice e'er should trace 
The slightest blush upon so sweet a fsnQQ. 

LBOKOBB. 

Don Pedro ! whom the world doth call the Just,* 
Sole Sun and Sovereign planet of Castile, 
Whose light illumes this hemisphere of dust, 
Great Spanish Jove, from whose well-tempered 

steel 
Quick lightnings flashed with every vengeful thrust. 
As through the quivering air, with bloody wheel. 
It circled, when from clouds of gold it flew. 
And many and many a Moorish neck cut through, 

I am Leonore, whom flatterers named, 
In Andalusia, Leonore the Fair. 

* " JusTTciERO," Don Pedro is better known by hiB fote 
complimentary title "Thx Cruel." 
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Not for this name my beauty must be blamed, 

But my malignant etnr ; for never were 

Beauty and Eiappineaa together iramed 

To live in union, or one form to bear. 

Be sure, my lord, vhere beauty doth abound 

But small good ibrtime ajid less bliss are found. 

His glances turned on me, to cause my ruin ; 
A cavalier — ah ! would that love'e slow sting 
"Were as the basilisk's for my undoing. 
Or jealousy's green serpent tomy sprmg. 
To looking fondly, soon came fond pursuing, 
To fond pursuing, love on rapid wing. 
He wooea my very street, in his desu^ ; 
There saw he night depart, and day expire. 

How can I tell, my gracious lord, that wounded. 
At length my heart surrendered to hia suit P 
Although in public by disdain surrounded, 
I felt in private proud of his pursuit. 
On obligation gratitude is founded, 
From gratitude the passion-flower t^ee root ; 
For in Love's University we seize 
Upon his dignities but by degrees. 



A deluge from a little cloud alighteth ; 

A little light can feed the lightning's flash ; 

A little love, though blind and small delighteth 

To find out wilea tnat must the god abash : 

Thus spark, wind, cloud, and all delight in turning 

To storm and rain, to lightning and to burning. 

His word he gave me he would be my spouse — 
A bait that doth so many women lure, 
Which in hfe's sea the cautious fisher throws. 
With hellish heart, for maiden honour pure 
Which wooes the boBom to unsafe lepow, 
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And lulls the sense to slumber insecare. 
Here my lip fisdls to tell how he, untrue, 
Who gave this word, again recalled it too. 

Thus freely often to my house came he ; 

But honour never for a moment slept ; 

Por I, though liberal of love could be, 

Niggard of that, which I have sacred kept ; 

But, then, there was so much publicity, 

That I my reputation could have wept, 

And thought 'twere best that I shoula less deserve it 

Than thus with public scandal to preserve it. 

Justice I sought, but I was very poor — 
Complained of him, but he was very strong : 
Then as my honour is beyond aU cure — 
For he is wed, and can't make good my wrong — 
All that I ask, most gracious lord of your 
Justice is this, that cloistered I prolong 
My life at his expense who did all this — 
Don Gutierre Alfonso de Solis. 

Lady, y(5ur extreme affliction 
I compassionate, and justly, 
Being one upon whose shoulders. 
Atlas-like, the law dependeth : 
Since Don Gutierre's married, 
He cannot make fit atonement 
For your wrong, as you have granted ; 
But though short of that full measure 
Of redress, my power and justice 
Are sufficient to compel him 
To make partial compensation. 
Honour he cannot restore you, 
Since, indeed, you never lost it. 
On the other side, however, 
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We must hear his explanation ; 
For 'tis right a judge should always 
Keep his second ear wide open 
For the story that comes after. 
Trust me, Leonore, that nothing 
Shall prevent your cause from being 
Fairly tested ; and that never 
You again will have occasion 
To repeat your lamentation, 
" I am poor, and he is powerful," 
While Castile doth call me monarch. 
Yonder Gutierre cometh ; 
If with me he chance to see you. 
He will know you have informed me : 
Hide behind this screen a little, 
Till you can come forth in safely. 

LEONOBE. 

I, in everything obey you. 

IShe eoneeah herself. 

Enter coqtot. 

coQunr. 

On from chamber unto chamber, 
In the footsteps of my master, 
Who is staying here, I've wandered 
Just this far. Defend me, Heaven ! 
Bless me ! 'tis the king in person ! 
He has seen me, and looks awful. 
Heaven but grant that this balcony 
Is not very high, for headlong 
Must I tlirow myself this moment. 

Who are you ? 

coQxrnr. 

My lord P 
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Yes. 

coqjjis. 

Trul^ 
(Aid me, Heaven), my lord, I'm on] 
What your majesty would wish me : 
Nothing greater, nothing smaller ; 
Eor a man of much discretion 
Only yesterday advised me, 
That I never, in my lifetime, 
Should be aught but what you'd wis 
And so highly do I value 
His advice, I mean to use it, 
Por the present, past, and future. 
Thus I toas what you'd have had me 
What you'd wish me be, I mil be ; 
What you please, I am — at all timei 
Tour obedient humble servant. 
So, my liege, with your permission, 
I woiud wish now to withdraw me ; 
Since my feet have brought me hithi 
I would do as much for them too. 

KING. 

Notwithstanding your long answer, 
Tou, in truth, have told me nothing 
Who and what you are I asked you< 

COQUIN. 

And I would have truly answered 
To the question you have asked me. 
If I did not fear, for telling 
Who I am, that you would throw m 
From this high balcony downward, 
Por presuming here to enter 
Without knowing why or wherefore. 
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Being the holder of an office 
Which you do not need, I fiiucy. 

sisa. 
What office do you bold ? 

COllFIN. 

"Why, that of 
A sort of courier, or footman, 
Bearer of all kiuda of secrets — 
Spy of myriad proceedings, 
So that neither monk nor uovice 
Ever yet escaped my pi^ring. 
Just as I get much or little, 
Speak I either well or badly. 
Every house I make my dwelling ; 
And though this be ao, at present, 
I'm content to use the stable 
Of Don Alfonso Gutierre, 
Where my mid-day meal I share with 
A cordov^ of Andalusia. 
I'm a brother of Contentment ; 
Grief to me is quite a stauger, 
Not being ever in hia service. 
Briefly, I am what you see me : 
Maijordomo unto Laughter, 
Pleasure's gentleman in vaiting. 
And tbe cbamberlain of Frolic — 
Which a glance, indeed, might show you. 
This beiug so, with fear I larembled 
Lest your majesty might know me ; 
For a king who never laugheth 
Might have ordered me a nundred 
Fisticuffs and basdnadoes 
Somewhere underneath the shouldoie. 
As a vagabond. 
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It seemeth 
Tou are, briefly, one whose business 
Is but laughter. 

coQiriir. 

Yes, your lordship, 
And that you may be more certain, 
This it is to play the jester, 
In the palace. ^Se puts on his cap. 

Sight well, truly ; 
And since now I know your calling, 
Let us make a bargain. 

COQUIB'. 

How BO? 

To make one laugh is your profession ? 

COQTJIK. 

Yes. 

WeU, then, for each occasion 
That you make me laugh, I'll give you 
A hundred crowns ; but on condition, 
That if ere a month is over, 
You don't make me laugh, that instant 
You your teeth to me must render. 

COQUIK. 

Ah ! you make me a false witness, 
And the contract is illegal. 
Being hurtful to one party. 



HIS OWK HOKOUB. 817 

KUSGr. 



Why? 



COQUIK. 

It will hurt me, with a vengeance, 
"lis said that every man in laughing. 
Shows his teeth ; but I with weeping 
Should show mine — ^which would Delaughing 
The wrong way. 'Tis also whispered 
That you're so severe a master, 
And so biting in your censure, 
As to show your teeth to all men. 
How, then, is it that you only 
Wish to ta^e my grinders from me P 
But to come to your proposal, 
I accept it, if you let me 
Go away in peace at present ; 
Since a month will pass as quickly 
Here as in the street ; and even 
At the end 'tis but the coming 
Of old age a little sooner 
To my mouth, as with post-horses. 
So I go to practise over 
All my jokes. Ah ! would to Heaven ! 
That I could but see you laughing ! 
But adieu ! I'll seetliee shortly. [Exit. 

Enter don enbique, don ovtissbe, don dieoo, 
DON ABiAs, with attendantt^ wUienf Sfc. 

ENBIQUE* 

Let your majesty permit me 
Kiss your hand. 

r .'rt ; 

Howdortil 
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EITBIQUB. 

Why, my lord, the fright waa greater 
Than the fall. I ne'er felt better. 

GUTIEEBE. 

I pray your majesty to let me 

Kiss your hand, if one so humble 

May demand so great a favour ; 

Por the ground on which thou walkest 

Seems a fair and beauteous carpet, 

Which the winds of heaven illumine 

With the colour of the rose-leaf. 

Mayst thou health and strength bear with thee, 

Such as this great kingdom needeth ; 

For, my lord, all Spain adores you, 

Crowned, as now thou art, with laurel. 

KINO. 

Of you ! Don Gutierre Alfonso .... 

GTJTIEEEE. 

Why thus turn thy back upon me ? 

KING. 

Great complaints but now have reached me. 

GUTIEEEE. 

They are most unjust, I doubt not. 

KING. 

Tell me, know you Leonora — 
One of the chief dames of Seville ? 

GUTIEEEE. 

Yes, a fair and noble lady, 
'Mong th6 highest of this count^rj. 
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Say what potent obli^tioii 
Made you treat so fair a lady 
With discourtesy and insult P 



I have little need of blaehood; 

For, my lord, a man of honour 

Knows not haw to play the lisr, 

'Specially before a monarch. 

Her I courted, and intended, 

Once, to marry, if delaying. 

And perhaps my fickle natnre. 

Had not changed my first idMS. 

Her I visited, and often 

Entered publiclr her dwellinf; 

So that 1 woula still defend n«? 

Beputation, with my sword-point. 

Feeling, then, thus alienated, 

I conceived that I might alter 

My intent ; and, being iieed from 

This affection, wed in Seville 

Dofia Mencia de Acuna, 

A distinguished lady, with whom 

I reside outside the city, 

lu a country-house of pleasure. 

Leonore, through evil counsel — 

For all coimsel must be evil 

Which destroyeth reputation — 

Sought to interrupt my marriage ; 

But the judge who tried the question, 

Though most strict, found naught agtuiut m 

Which decision she did charge with 

Being founded upon &vour, 

As if favour e'er is wanting 

To a young and handaome woman, 

If she ever should jj^ " ' " 

Influenced 17 tf* 
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She has come to claun your succour, 
For 'tis plain you know the story. 
I, too, throw myself before you, 
Firmly trusting to your justice. 
For my faith, my sword I offer, 
And my head for my allegiance. 

KLSGt. 

What could have so soon occasioned 
Such a change in your affections ? 

GUTIBEEE. 

Is man's fickleness so novel 

As to cause your wonder ? Surely 

Every day bears witness to it. 

KlNGt. 

Yes : but then it seldom happens 
That a man who loves should fly from 
One extreme unto another. 
Without some most powerful reason. 

GFTIBRRE. 

I beseech you not to press me : 
I am one who, in the absence 
Of a lady, would surrender 
Life in preference to speaking 
Anything unworthy of her. 

KING. 

Then it seems you had some reason. 

GFTIEBBE. 

Tes, my lord ; but stiU, believe me. 
If for my exoneration. 
It this day were needful for me 
To declare it, — ^though depended 
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Life and soul upon mr speaking — 
Still a true ana faithful lover 
Of hia honour would not say it. 



But it ia my wish to know it. 

GUTIEBBX. 



Ah ! my lord . . 



KIHQ. 

Fm very corioue. 



GUTISBB£. 

Look .... 



No fiirther answer make me 1 
It doth only irritate me. 
By my life ! .... 

ODTEEBBE. 

My lord, I pray thee 
Swear not ; for 'tia less important 
I should change mv nature wholly, 
Than that I should see you angered. 

KIKG, atide. 
I compel him to lay open 
This concealed aifeir ttna loudly, 
That, if he in this deceives me, 
Leonore may give the answer. 
And if he the truth doth utter, 
That, persuaded of her error, 
Leonore may know it also, — 
Speak then. 



i 
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eUTIXBBX. 

To imr grief, I do so. — 
As one mght I sought her dwelling, 
Noises reached me from the courtyard ;- 
I approached, and at the moment 
That I entered, saw the figure 
Of a man from her balcony- 
Downward leaping. I pursued him ; 
But, before I recognised him, 
He escaped from me by running. 

ABf AS, aside. 

Bless me. Heaven ! What revelation 
Comes to light ! 

GUTIEBBE. 

And though excuses 
Could be made, and though I never 
To my wrong gave ample credence. 
Still the very apprehension 
Was enough to stop my marriage ; 
Eor 'tis plain, if love and honour 
Are the mind's most powerM passions, 
He hath done to love an outrage 
Who hath done a wrong to honour — 
Any pang that wounds the feelings 
To the soul brings anguish also. 

Miter LEONOEE. 

LEONOBE. 

Your majesty will grant me pardon, 
Since I can endure no longer 
All the manifold misfortunes 
Which in crowds have fiEdlen upon me. 

KiKO, aside. 

As God lives ! he has deceived me. — 
Well, my stratagem succeedeth. 
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And when liatening to those cliarges 
Which are brought agamfit my hoDOiir, 
It were but to Mb the coward 
N^ot at once to give the anewer, 
Though it cost me life — 'tie little. 
Jor, ur worse tlun death I suffer 
From those daring accusations 
Which destroy both life and honour. 
Don Ama came to visit .... 



Stay, SeSora — speak not forther. 

Let your majesty permit me 

Answer ; for it u my duty 

To defend this lady's honour. 

On that very night resided, 

In the house of Leonore, 

One with whom I would have married, 

If her thraad of life the Parosi 

Had not cruelly divided ; 

I, her beauty's faithful lover, 

Pondly followed in her footsteps. 

And, with all a lover's daring. 

After her the house I entered, 

Without Leonore being able 

To foresee it or prevent it. 

Then Don Qutierre coming, 

Leonore, in terror, bade me 

Seek a neighbouring apartment. 

And I did so. — Ah 1 a thousand 

Errors must that man &11 into 

Who obeys a woman's coimseL — 

As I left, I heard the stranger 

Speak ; and, thinking 'twas her husband, 

Down I leaped from the balcony : 

And if I, on that occasion, 
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Turned my face away, supposing 
He was married to the lady — 
Now, since he declares he is not, 
Face to face I stand before him. 
Let your m^esty, I pray thee, 
Grant a field, whereon to combat 
For the fame of Leonore. 
This appeal the law concedeth 
Unto every caballero. 

6UTIEBBE, putting his hand on his sward. 
I will follow wheresoever .... 

KING. 

How ! — what's this ? And dare you venture 
Thus to touch your swords before me ? 
Does my face awake no terror ? 
Where I am, can men indulge in 

[^To the guard. 
Pride or haughtiness ? But take* them 
Prisoners, on the very instant ; 
Lead them to two separate turrets — 
And be thankful for the fevour 
That you are not placed in fetters. [.Eri^. 

ABfAS. 

If fair Leonore did forfeit 
Fame by me, by me she likewise 
Will regain it—which is owing 
To the honour of a woman. 

GFTIEEEE. 

I do not, in this misfortune, 
Feel so much my sovereign's rigour. 
As that I, my dearest Mencia, 
Cannot hope this day to see thee. 

\_Thei/ are led out hy the soldiers. 
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Ei^BiQUE, aside. 

Under the pretext of hunting, 

And her husband here, this evening 

May afford me an occasion 

To see Mencia. — Don Diego, [Aloud, 

Come with me ; — I am determined 

Now to perish or to conquer. [Exeunt, 

LEONOBE. 

Dead I here remain ! Gk)d grant that, 
Heartless, treacherous, and cruel, 
False deceiver and dissembler, 
"Without faith, or God, or conscience. 
As I innocently suffered 
Loss of fame and reputation, 
Heaven may also grant me vengeance ! 
May you feel the selfsame sorrow 
That I feel ! The same dishonour 
May you in your blood see bathed ! 
For 'tis only just you perish 
With the weapons that you slay with ! 
Be it so ! amen. So be it ! 
Woe is me ! I've lost my honour ! 
Woe is me ! my death lias found me ! 
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ACT II. SCENE I.— THE GABDBW Ot DOW 
GUTIEREE's villa. — 'SlGtB.T. 

Muter JAcnrrA, conductvng dok EKftiQUE. 

JACnTTA. 

Silently advance. 

ENBIQXJE. 

I scarcely 
Place my feet upon the ground. 

JACnTTA. 

'Tis the garden we have entered : — 

Since the night with dusky mantle 

Wraps your Highness round, and since 

Now Don Q-utierre lieth 

In his prison, there's no doubt 

But that you can safely compass 

Love's so gentle victories. 

ElfBIQTTE. 

If the liberty, Jacinta, 
I have promised thee, appears 
Small reward for such a service^ 
Ask me more, I'll not refuse. 
Since to thee I am indebted, 
From this hour, for life and soul. 

JACINTA. 

Here my lady is accustomed 
To descend, to spend a portion 
Of the cool, calm summer night. 

ENBIQTJE. 

Hush ! oh, hush ! another sentence 
Do not add, because I tremble 
That the very winds should hear us ! 
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JAOrETTA. 

That I miiy avoid suspicion 

By my absence, and avoid 

Needless blame, I think it better 

Now to leave you. ^Gheg into the house. 

EITBIQUS. 

Love encourage 
M^ attempt. These verdant leaves 
W ill conceal and screen me wholly ; 
Eor I will not be the first, 
Who, beneath such shelter, cheated 
Even the solar ravs : Action 
With Diana exculpate me. lOonceals himself. 

Enter do^a hxkcia with her aUemdanis. 

IfSKOIi.. 

Jacinta! Silvia! Theodora! 

JAODTTA* 

Your orders, Lady ? — 

lOEKCIA. 

Here bring lights. 
And a while with me remaining. 
Labour to divert my sorrow 
For the absence of my husband, 
Now that nature doth presume 
These delicious grounds to darken : — 
Theodora ! 

Lady mine! 

With your gentle voice dirert me 
From my sadness* 
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THEODORA.. 

I shall gladly 
Sing your &yourite words and time. 

[The lights are placed upon a snuM table^ 
Dona Mencia reclines upon a aqfa "beside 
it, and Theodora sings^ 
Nightingale, whose joyous strain 
Gladdens all these sleeping flowers. 
Oh ! depart not firom these bowers, 
For thy absence gives me pain ! 

[ While the song is continued and repeated, 
Dona Mencia falls asleep,"] 

JAOIKTA. 

Sing no more, for see, sweet slumber 
Hath poured out upon her soul 
Eest and peace ; and since her troubles 
Have this calm asylum found, 
Let us leave and not awake her. 

THEOnOBA. 

Yes, in silence leave her here. 

JAGiNTA, aside. 

Thus I act, that he may freely 
Venture forth to seek her now ; — 
O ye servants ! what unnumber'd 
Noble and illustrious houses 
Have been lost by means of you ! 

[Uxetmt Jacinta and the others, 

DON EiTRiQUE, advancing. 

She remains alone. No longer 
Doubt should cloud such happiness ; 
Oh ! I must not let this moment 
Pass without the happy chance 
That the time, the place secure me : — 
Fairest Mencia ! 



.d 
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HEKCIA, awahkiff. 
Heaven defend me ! 

ElOtlQVE. 

Be not frightened ; — 

HEKCIA. 

Who is this? 

EKBIQI7E. 

One whose daring must be pardoned 
For his many years of hope. 

MEirciA. 
You, my lord ! . . . . 

SKBIQTJE. 

Oh! be not troubled t 

MENOIA. 

In this way to ... . 

BNBIQUE. 

Nor alarmed :— 

MEyciA. 
Dare to enter .... 

SNBIQTJX. 

Nor be angry. 

MEKCIA. 

This my house, without the fear 
That you may destroy the honour 
Of a woman, and a noble, 
Grenerous vassal's pride offend. 



I but follow jom 
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Since 70U counselled me to hear 

The excuses of that lady ^-^ 

And I hither come to learn 

How it is you exculpate you 

From the wrongs my love hath borne. 

HEKOIA. 

Ah ! 'tis true, I was in error ; 
But if I would deign to give 
Any reason for my actions, 
Does your highness doubt, 'tis only 
For my honour's sake alone P 

Can you then presume, I know not 
The respect that is your due. 
From your blood and many virtues ? — 
A pretext of sport has led me 
Here, a seeming hunter, now. 
But 'twas neither fawn nor Moon 
Wiled me forth ere dawn of day ; 
No, it was thyself, proud heron — 
Thou, that soaj*est up so high 
Through the azure fields of heaven, 
That you seem to touch the golden 
Balustrades that gleam and glisten 
Eound the palace of the sun. 

MBNCIA. 

My lord, your highness doth correctly 
Attribute to this cautious bird 
The efforts you describe : the heron 
Presumes so much upon its instinct, 
That flying even up to heaven, — 
A flash of feathers without light— 
A bird of flame, with soul and spirit — 
A winged cloud endued with instinct-*^ 
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A dark-grej oomet without firs ; 
It seeks by every means to bsfiflb 
The strong winss of tibe rojsl hawks:-*- 
Nay, 'tis said, luthough it mes from 
All the falcons that punuey — 
It doth know, amid the many, 
In whose takms it must die ; 
And before tiie final straggle 
Is commenced, it trembles o*er— * 
Throbs its bodinff heart with tenor, 
And on mflled pmmage flies ^» 
Thus at seeing here your highness, 
I stand mute and motionlera — 
Full of terror — ^fiill of horror-^ 
Since my fear cannot ignore- 
Since no doubt can tenor leave me 
Who it is will cause my death. 

IHBIQT72. 

To speak mth you I oame hither, 
Time and chance must not be lost. 

icnroiiL. 

That the heavens this wrong should suftr ! 
I shall cry for aid. 

And so, 
Be thy hononr^s worse deftmer. 

lonrcil. 

Oh! will not the wild beasts oMAe 
To protect me with theb &voar P 

mzQvi. 
No, tiiey foar to wake mj wnA. 
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DON GFTIEBBB, witTlVH. 

Coquin, hold the reins, while I 
Alight : knock loudly at the gate. 

MEirciA. 

• 

O heavens ! my bodings come too late ! 
My end of life at length draws nigh, 
'Tis Gutierre !— What a fate ! 

EITRIQIIE. 

Bom for misfortune I must be ! 

MEirciA. 

What, my lord, becomes of me 
If he meets you ? — what his ire ? 

BITRIQTJE. 

Say what can I do ? 

MENCIA. 

Eetire. 

ENRIQUE. 

Eetire ? conceal myself before 
The face of any man ? 

MENCIA. 

Much more 
A woman's honour doth require : 
Tou cannot go — (my life is o'er !) 
Since my servants, httle knowing 
All the evil they were doing, 
Have reclosed the garden door : 
Now you cannot go away. 

BNEIQUE. 

How to act in this confusion 
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MENCIA. 

In this arbour's green seclusion 
Lies a room of mine, you may 
There conceal you. 

EKBIQXXE. 

Until now, 
I a notion ne'er could have 
What was meant by fear. How brave 
Ought a husband feel ? [Conceals himself. 

MXNCIA. 

And how 
Timid ought the guilty be, 
When a guiltless woman even 
Dreads the angry wrath of heaven. 
Nor can shun adversity P 

Unier don gutieske, coquin, and jacdtta.] 

OTJTIEBBE. 

Dearest, let my fond caresses 
Once and many a time enfold thee ! 

MENCIA. 

Envy, I cannot withhold thee 
From my heart, whose happy place is 
In the midst of such embraces. 

GTJTIEBBE. 

Said you not, that I would fly 
To see you ? 

MENCIA. 

And to prove thereby 
The firm fond heart your breast doth cover. 
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I do not ceaae to be thy lover. 
My life, because thj apouie am I ; 
For that dear tie, ao proudly poze. 
Chill a not affection's tender core. 
Bat ever feeds it more and more. 
And makes its wavering poise aecnre. 
And doth, at every risk, procure 
Means, the beloved form, for sedng. 
And closer binds his gratefol being. 
He who holds the Alcaide's ststdon. 
Being a Mend and a relation. 
Has, my body's prison fre^ng. 
Thrown it ronna my soul, for be 
Gives me in this secret way 
The happy privilege to pay 
This hurried visit unto thee. 

MEirciA. 
What a joy it is ! 

aUTIEBBE. 

Tome — 
Although if I deliberate, 
The boon he gave was not so great 
To let me hither come to thee, 
Because in my captivity, 
My soul, on unseen wings elate, 
Had flown to thee in chainless flight — 
Joy of my heart ! 'twas only right 
That for the period I should be 
Wholly captive, or wholly firee, 
And thus my life and soul unite ; 
Por otherwise in tiresome strife, 
With all division's sorrows rife, 
The two should seek a separate goal, 
In one prison were my soul. 
And in another were my life. 
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MXKCIA. 

Two instruments, I've heard it stated ; 

When strung and tuned in unison ; 

The dulcet notes evoked by one, 

By echo are communicated^ 

Similarly modulated, 

To the other, so that even 

If you wake but one alone, 

On the silent lyre, the tone 

Which the skilful hand hath given 

Is waken'd by the winds of heaven 1 

An equal concord doth appear 

'Twixt blended hearts, how &r or near, 

This would experience soon declare, 

For the same olow that struck thee there 

Would reach and kill me even here. 

COQTJIN. 

Senora, wont you give your hand 
Unto a fellow-prisoner, 
Who sighs and mourns and sheds the tear. 
Without the power to understand 
Why into tears he is trepanned ? 
And who his death is now awaiting, 
Without the power of calculating 
Why or when this grisly Mend 
Of mortals 

OUTIEBBB. 

Coquin, to what end P — 

coqvis. 
'Tis my own end that I'm relating :— - 
But if the king, who doth admire 
Your humble servant, in his ire 
Puts you to death without remorse, 
You'll be a sort of knight-errant corse, 
Since you will bring with you a squire. 
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MiSKCiA, to Outierre, 

You must partake of some collation ; 
Excuse my want of preparation, 
No guest expecting now : and so 
I go for this. 

OTJTIISSBE. 

A slave can go. 

MXirCIA. 

Holds not the one who goes, that station ? 

Yes, I am one, and love to be : 

Do thou, Jacinta, come with me : — 

fortune ! fortune, be obedient, [Atide, 
Since this desperate expedient, 

Honour, I but make for thee ! 

[Exeunt Dona Mencia and Jacinta, 

GrTIEBEB. 

Coquin, here you must remain. 

And a little while restrain 

Your pleasantries : Eemember we 

Are bound by every tie to be 

Back withiQ our cell again 

Ere the dawn, which now is nigh. 

coQinif. 

1 shall faithfully attend you. 

But would wish to recommend you 
A stroke of ingenuity — 
The most subtle, the most high 
Ever thought of amongst men. 
Oh ! how clever ! 

GTJTIEEBE. 

TeU it then. 
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coQtmsr. 

By which safe and sound you may 
eLuj from prison stey. 

GTJTIESBE. 

How? 

coQTJnr. 

Never to go back again. — 
Better wind and limb to save 
Than keep the promise that you gave. 
Safe and sound outside you've got ; 
Stay as you are. 

OTJTIEBBE. 

Upon the spot, 
My hand shall kill thee, villain ! snave ! — 
Dare you thus to counsel me 
To act with such base treachery 
Towards the Alcaide : in this way ' 
His kind confiding to betray ? 

COQUDr. 

Xo doubt, there's some perplexity ; 

But since I have become observant 

Of the king's humour — ^fierce and fervent 

Is my desire to escape his claws. 

As to a breach of honour's laws, 

No one will mind it in a servant ; 

But even so, I am, to-day, 

Eesolved to take the safer track. 

To leave you here, and not go back. 

GUTIEBSB. 

To leave me ? 

coQimr. 

And why not, I pray P 

z 
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eTJTIEBSE. 

And what of thee will people say P 

coQFnr. 

Must I then prematurely die, 
To earn a word or two of praise ? 
If I could act like him who plays 
At cards, who puts the small ones by, 
Preferring for success to rely 
On those of greater power and name ; — 
Then, my lord, for you I durst 
Give up a few poor days at first, 
Which afterwards I might reclaim : — 
But is not life a different game ? 
The cards once gone, then all is gone ; 
How could I then get back the stake 
That thus I perilled for thy sake ? 
As at piquet, death would have won 
Every point to a hundred and one. 

Enter mencia, exclaiming. 

MENCTA. 

Help ! help ! my lord. 

GTJTTEEEE. 

"What mean these cries ? 
May heaven my love from danger shield ! 

MENCIA. 

A man 

GUTIEEEE. 

Quick ! quick ! 

MENCIA. 

I found concealed 
Within my room, whose face and eyes 
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Were hid beneath a thick disguise ; 
For this I called you. 

aUTIEBBE. 

What do you say ? 

Heavens ! my very heart's congealed ; — 
Disguised in my house P 

MEKGIA. 

The mooil revealed 
His presence. 

aVTIEBBl. 

Goqiun, lead the way. 
Take the light with you. 

COQTTIK. 

I? 

GTJTIEEEE. 

You may 
Fear nothing, since with me you go. 

• 

MENCiA, to Coquvn, 

Coward thou art, to tremble so ! — 

1 shall conduct thee — -draw thy sword ; 
Ah me ! the light has fiallen, my lord. 

l^She designedly drops the liaht, and they 
remain in total darkness,] 

6TJTIEBBE. 

No matter, I shall find my foe 
Even in the dark : I go alone. 

[ While Don Outierre enters the house by one 
door, Don Enrique^ conducted by Jaeinta, 
leaves it by the other.'] 
z2 
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JACnrTA. 



Follow me, my lord, you may 
Escape securely by this way, 
Since all the house to me is known. 

[Ag they go out at the opposite side, Don 
Chitierre returns, and meeHfUf tnth 
Ooquin, who isgroping about in the dark, 
seizes hiimJ] 

GOQTJIK, aside, 
I can see neither stick nor stone. 

GXJTIESBS. 

Ah ! I have met the man ! 

cOQiniT. 

My lord, 
Take heed, I pledge to thee my word .... 

GUTIEBBE. 

By heavens ! I shall not let thee go, 
L ntil thy name and state I know, 
Then thou shalt perish by my sword. 

COQUrKT. 

But look ! I am ... . 

MENCiA, aside. 

What speechless terror 
Now doth my trembling soul affright ! 
Can it be he ? 

GTJTIEEEE. 

What, ho ! a light ! 

[Enter Jacinta, with a light,"] 
Who art thou, man ? 
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COQUDT. 

I've got no mirror, 
But think I'm Coquin ! 

GXTTIEBSE. 

What an error ! 
What a mistake ! 

COQTJIK. 

I told thee so. 

GUTISBBE. 

I heard and knew thy voice, although 
I did not think thou wert the same 
I held : — O blind abyss ! O shame ! 
That I must tamely wait to know ! 

wsscuLy aside. 
Has he gone forth, Jacinta ? 

JACDTTA. 

Yes. 

KEKCiAy to Outierre, 

Can thy absence have tempted this ? 
Look well through all the nouse, lest some 
Who knew perchance thou wert from home, 
Some thieves have dared this hardiness. 

GUTIEBBE. 

I go to make suspicion clear : — 

Kind heaven dispel the boding fear [Aside. 

That makes my heart feel chiU and numb. 

To think that any man should come 

Into my house, and I not here I 

lHsU voUh Coquin, 



.iJiii 



342 THB PHTSIOIAK 07 

JAOIKTA. 

That was a daring stroke, attended 

With danger of a great disaster, 

Which you now ventured with my master. 

MEKCIA. 

More than my life on it depended. 

JACINTA. 

What was the object you intended ? 

MBKOIA. 

This was intended : to dispel k 
The clear presumption there woUd be 
Of some arranged compUcity— 
If Gutierre's heart should feel 
What I should die, or else conceal- — 
In such a strange perplexity, 
I found but little difficulty 
The simple project to conceive. 
And thus make truth itself deceive. 

\_Don Crutierre Tetv/msfrom the house j hold- 
ing a dagger concealed beneath his doak,"] 

GITTIBEEB. 

Some mere illusive phantasy 

Mocked you — some fancied form of air ; 

Through all the house I have gone with care, 

Searched every room, but could not meet 

The shadowy phantom of deceit 

Which you but now imagined there : — 

But I deceive myself : — ah ! me— {^Aside. 

This dagger, gracious heavens ! which I 

Found in her room — with jealousy 

The herald of my fate must be. 

Which a more fitting hour will see : — 

My love, my life, I must away, lAlaud. 
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For lo ! the night, its cloak of grey 
Loosely around its neck unties — 
And like a trembling coward flies 
Before the beauteous light of day ; — 
Ah ! how I grieve it must be so, 
Not only that I needs must go, 
And longer leave you lonely here, 
But worse — a prey to causeless fear. 

MEKCIA. 

Will you not once your fond arms throw 
Bound her who loves you ? 

GUTIEBBE. 

Proud I may : — 
[As he throws open the cloaks sm perceives 
the dagger m his hand,'] 

HSNCIA. 

Ah ! stay, my lord ! in pity, stay ! 

Your dagger, is it turned on me ? 

I never have offended thee. 

Turn then your vengeful hand away, — 

Hold! 

OTJTIXBSE. 

What makes my Mencia fear P 
My joy, my treasure, and my wife. 

KENCIA. 

At thus beholding you, my life 
Seemed to depart : I ddd appear 
Bathed in my blood to pensn here. 

GUTISBBB. 

When lately through the house I flew, 
TbiB »r from its Bheath I drew. 
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HXirCIA. 

My veiy life is an iUusion? 

GUTIBBBX. 

'Twas but a fancy — a delnsioiu 

MSKCLL. 

I never have offended thee. 

GUnEBEE. 

How needless tliis apoloej ; 
But often in a great conmsioii 
We feel afear we can't explain. 

HBNCIA. 

My troubled sadness, as it seemSy 

Cnimeras and unreal dreams 

Doth picture on my heart and brain. 

GUTIEBBJB. 

To-night, I will return a^ain 
To see thee, if I can: adieut 

HEKCIA. 

May Gk)d, my lord, depart with you I — 

Oh ! what a fear my bosom painB! . [AHie, 

GXTTIESBB, OStde. 

Ah ! honour — ^honour, much remains 
To say, but only 'twixt us two ! 

IThetfgo oui at oppotUe tidet. 
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SCENE in. — A WAT.T, IS THH AICXZAB. 

jEb^w the Eiira oni Don dieqo, theftyrmer carrying 
a khield, and drMsod in a colottred cloak, ichtck 
during the reprstentation he ckanijei for a black 
one. 

KISG, 

Take this buckler, Doa Diego. 

DIEGO. 

Late your majesty returas, 

KING. 

I have spent tiie night in going 
All around this city'a strceta, 
Wiahing tlniB to know the nature 
Of the many atrnnge itdveutures 
Which in auch a place as Seville 
Happens every night that falls : 
That I tliuB may know the better 
To prevent or punish crime. 

DIEOO, 

You do well, my lord, in this, 
For a king ahould he an Argns, 
Watching o'er the reabn he rules, 
And the eyes upon hia aceptre 
Should but Bymoolize hia own. 
Please your majesty, what aaw you ? 

EOO. 

I saw many a aly gallant^ 
Many a waiting, watchful lady— 
MuBic-ringing feasts and dancing— 
Many gambling-houaes, whence 
Loud resounding Toicea publishod, 
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Better than the painted tablet, 

Here is naming, wanderer : 

i saw bullies without number, 

And there's nothing that so grieves me 

As to see this crowd of bullies 

Swagger openly, as if 

They a lawful calling followed ; 

But that they should never praise me 

For neglecting to examine 

So important a communion, 

I a troop of them encounter* d 

In the open street alone. 

DIEGO. 

That was wrong, my lord, — imprudent. 

No, 'twas right, because they carried 
Blazoned in their blood from me . . .. 

DIEGO. 

What? 

KING. 

The charter of their body. 

Miter coQurN". 

COQTJTK, aside. 

I liave not the tower re-entered 
With my master, since I wish 
To find out what says the public 
Of his prisonment : but pause ! 
For the noblest dog stands yonder 
Of the celebrated breed 
Of the true Castilian mastiff — 
'Tis the king himself — Don Pedro, 
I must pause, his paws to shun. 
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KING. 

Coquin! 

COQUIIf. 

Majesty ! 

KIKG. 

How goes it ? 

COQTJIK. 

I will answer like the student. 

KIWG. 

How is that ? 

coQunf. 

De corpore bene, 
Sed male de pecuniia, 

KOTO. 

Tell me something pleasant, Coquin, 
Since if you can make me laugh. 
You a hundred crowns will pocket. 

It seems that we enact to-night 

The famous comedy, entitled. 

From your promise, " The Grown Prince ;" 

Notwithstanding all, I bring thee 

Now a little tale, that neatly 

Endeth in an epigram. 

If *tis yours, it must be truly 
Elegant : unfold the tale. 

GOQUIK. 

I saw yesterday a eunuch, 
On his getting out of bed, 
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Put a cover on liis whiskers ; 

Laugh now at the ha/re idea ! 

Seeing so much needless care 

On a crop of such poor promise 

Made me make the epigram : — 

I don't ask thee, mighty Pedro, 

For houses or vineyards, — all I ask 

Is that you, by way of earnest, 

Will your blessed laughter give 

Unto a bashful gracioso ; — 

Ploro, your house must needs be poop 

And badly furnished all within. 

Since in this way you're forced to pin 

A lying ticket on the door. 

Can there be rind without the core ? 

Good nuts without the kernel ? — ^no. 

He cannot reap who cannot sow, — 

"Why then waste time ? A harvest yields 

The ploughing of the fallow fields, 

But fallow faces never — ^no ! 

A cold conceit : 

COQTJIN. 

A hot one, rather. 
Enter don eneique, the Infante, 

ENEIQTJE. 

Give me your hand, my lord. 

KING. 

Infante, 
How do you find yourself ? 

ENBIQUE. 

Quite well ; 
Content, my liege, if I but find you 
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In the good health that I enjoy : — 
And now, my lord, permit my asking 
For Don Anas . . • . 

-KING. 

He, I know. 
Has the privilege of your firiendship ; 
Free him &om prison then, and thou 
Make them agam be friends, Enrique, 
Since 'tis to you they owe their lives. [Exit. 

XITBIQITB. 

May thine own by Heaven be guarded 

Until thou makest even of time 

A never-ending bright inheritance ! 

Don Diego will please to go 

To the tower, and to the Alcaide, 

And command him, hither to bring 

Both his prisoners. [£xit Don Diego. 

The heavens give me 
Patience under misfortunes like these,— 
And prudence amid so manv evils : 
Coqum, I perceive you are here. 

COQUIK. 

I would be better away in Flanders. 

ENBIQUE. 

Why? 

coQimr. 

The king is a nrodigy 
'Mong all the animals on the earth. 

EintlQTTE. 

How? 

COQiriK. 

Because indulgent Nahire 
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Doth pennit the bull to bellow^ 

The lion to roar — the ox to low—* 

The ass to bray — ^the l^ird to warble— 

The dog to bark — ^the cat to mew — 

The horse to indulge himself in neighing'— 

The wolf to howl, and the pig to grants 

But man alone it only permitteth 

To laugh, and Aristotle thus^ 

As the most perfect definition, 

Calls him the laughing animal : — 

But the king, 'gainfet the order of nAturey 

And sometimes of art, doth never lauffh. 

Grant me. Heaven, to draw but one onniokle 

Out of his throat, the pincers of wit ! 

JEnter noK gutisbue, noisr abIas, and dov bxigo. 

niEao. 

Behold, my lord, I bring to thee 
The prisoners. 

GUTIBBBE. 

Thy feet we kisB. 

abIas. 
You raise us to the skies by this. 

ENBIQXTE. 

The king, my gracious lord, to me 
BLas given, what with humility 
I asked for, both your lives to-day : 
Once more be mutual Mends, I pray. 

GTJTIEBBE. 

Thus honour is conferred by thee. 

ISe perceives that the sword of the prince it 
of the same design as the dagger loJUcft 
hefownd in Mendia^s apartmmii,'] 

Butwhatisthis^O Gbd! laeeP [u 
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EITBIQUS. 

Shake hands. 

abLls. 

Behold I lead the way, 
Here then is mine. 

GUTIEBBE. 

And mine : aU traces 
Of our late difference now must lie 
Hid 'neath the friendly knot we tie, 
'Till death the twisted bond displaces. 

ABfAS. 

And may these mutual embraces 
Confirm the friendships that they show. 

ENBIQITE. 

It gladdens me that this is so : — 
As cavaliers the strife begun, 
As cavaliers you both have done 
All that nice honour bade you do : — 
'Tis therefore right that you should be 
True friends, and he who now will dare 
This to deny, had best prepare 
In deadly fight to answer me. 

GUTIEBBE. 

The friendships which, mv lord, for thee 

I now rewaken, must endure, 

I my obedience shall procure, 

Nor can I doubt that you will give 

This crowning honour, to believe 

That of me you may be sure : — 

A potent enemy are you, 

And leaving loyalty apart. 

Fear were enough to keep my heart 
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From breaking what it swore to do :— 

You and I 'gainst some other two. 

Oh ! 'twere delightful then to show 

To all the world, how well I know 

Obedient to my word to be ; — 

But with you lor an enemy — 

Oh ! who would dare to venture ? — who P — 

So much would fear my senses scare — 

So strangely darken and control 

My cautious and attentive soul, 

That it would not have power to dare 

To look at you : — If unaware 

My sword should ever cross with thine. 

Such fearful instinct shall be mine, 

Such terror shall o'ercloud mine eyes — 

That I must fail to recognise 

Your grace, though noontide's sun may shine. 

ENEIQIJE, aside. 

In those hints and sighs I trace 

The clearest marks of jealousy : — 

Come ! Don Arias, I with thee [Aloud* 

Have business in another place. 

Doif aeIas. 

I attend upon thy grace. 

[Uxeunt Don IJnrique, Don Diego^ and Don 
Arias, 

GUTiEEEE, alone, 

Enrique answered naught, and so 
Even by his silence he doth show 
My fear is not an idle guess : — 
Can I bewail my grief? — ah, yes ! 
But to console my anguish, no : — 
I am now alone, and therefore 
Can commune with my own mind r— - 
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Is there one, O God ! that knoweth 
To reduce to one discourse — 
Or to heal with one idea 
Such a numerous host of evils — 
Such a progeny of pain, 
That in coward crowds assail me — 
That in daring troops surround : — 
Now, oh ! now's the moment, valour, 
That the soul its wail repeating, 
Tombed in burning tears and sighs, 
Cometh to the open portals 
Of the soul, which are the eyes : — 
And indeed, on this occasion. 
Eyes, you fitly melt in weeping. 
That you may wash out my shame ! — 
Now, my valour, now's the moment, 
You can prove how well you know 
For the curing of my honour 
To call prudence to thy aid : 
But a truce to barren feeling. 
Forced by honour, forced by valour, 
I must not thus weakly yield me 
Up to mere complaints and sighs ; 
He but dallies with his grievance 
Who but asks for its redress ; — 
Let me first think o'er the matter — 
It, perchance, can be explained : 
Oh ! I ask of Gtxi to grant it. 
Would to GKmI it may be so ! — 
'Tis true, last night, when unexpected, 
I went home, — ^but then the doors 
Opened quickly, and in quiet 
Found I there my tranquil wife. 
Then the sudden exclamation 
That a man was in the house, — 
Stni«<^ no doubt, but still remember 
Tha' «J wlu)iK>Idme80: — 

Bat w^a ezlilifittihed— 

2a 
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Yes, but still what proof haye I 

That, indeed, it did not happen 

Through an actual accident? — 

Next, the question of this dagger — 

It is possible it may 

Have been left there by a serrant, 

And although (oh ! woe is me !) 

In its fashion, it resembles 

Closely the Infante's sword. 

Other swords it may resemble^ 

As the form is not so strange 

But a thousand more may have it : 

Deeper let me sift the matter, 

And confess (ah ! me) that it 

Was the Infante's — ^nay, even farther. 

That he was himself there hid. 

Though my hot eyes could not see him ; 

But supposing all this true, 

Still may Mencia be guiltless ? 

Gold, that magic master-key, 

In the bribed hand of a servant 

Opens wide the closest doors : — 

Oh ! how glad I am for having 

Found this subtle argument ;— 

So, abridging our reflections, 

Let us make the points converge 

Thus, that Mencia is Mencia, 

And that I am who I am ; — 

Nothing could a moment tarnish 

Light like hers so bright and pure ; 

If I thought so, it were error, — 

Then a cloud could stain the sun, 

Which it dulls not, though it troubleth, 

Nor eclipses, though it chills : — 

What unrighteous law would punish 

Innocence with pains and death ? — 

But still, honour, thou'rt in dai p, 

There is not an hour but may 
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Bring the crisis on : thou'rt living 

In thy sepulchre, sustained 

By a woman's breath, and treading 

On the edge of thine own grave : — 

I have now to cure thee, honour : 

First, the JEiymptoms clearly show 

How excessive is the danger; 

Let the first prescription oe 

To prevent all new infection, 

Ana to drive the old one forth : — 

So the Physician of his Honour 

Thus prescribeth and ordains, 

First, the sparinf; diet of silence, 

To keep cool both tongue and mouth 

By the gentle aid of patience, 

W hich doth mean, that vou apply 

To your wife all soft endearments, 

Kindness, fondness, friendship, love, 

Flatteries too, which are a powerful 

Safeguard, that the fell disease 

May not grow the more through harshness 

For contentions and displeasures, 

Insults, jealousies, suspicions, 

As indeed they ought to do. 

Ever fl;ive unto a woman 

The disease they meant to cure. 

I to-night shall seek my dwelling. 

Secretly shall enter there, 

To examine more minutely 

The disease, and while inquiring^ 

To dissemble, if I can. 

This misfortune, . iffii n, 

This extremity, a wro 

This offence, th ; i i, 

This amasemenii, .. inum, 

This op«»«^'*" s cont, 

Km [y. — 

Ml iwi 1 
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Badly, madly uttered : — back ! 

Back ! again into my bosom 

riy that venom'd word ! but no ;— 

Por if it indeed be poison 

That's engendered in my breast — 

Since it did not kill in coming, 

It might kill in going back. 

As 'tis written of the viper, 

That it dies by its own poison 

If outside itself it meets it : — 

Said I jealousy ? Oh ! said I 

Jealousy ? It is enough ! 

"When, alas ! a wretched husband 

Comes to know that he is jealous, 

Science then is unavailing, 

Then remains the final cure 

To be tried, to be applied by 

The Physician of his Honour ! [^Sxit. 



SCENE ly. — THE HOUSE OP DONA LSONOBE. 

JEnter don aeias and dona leonobe. 

abIas. 

Do not think, fair Leonore, 
That I meant not to come nigh thee, 
Thereby meaning to deny thee 
The great debt that, o'er and o'er, 
Claims thy honour : no, I plead 
Even its magnitude, the better 
To explain why I, thy debtor 
(Not to pay the debt indeed). 
Have but now before thee come ; 
For 'twere folly, desperation, 
To expect such obligation 
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Could be paid by any sum : — 
Though I cannot pay the debt 
Of atonement that 1 owe thee, 
Still I venture here, to show thee 
My repentance and regret. 

UBOKOBE. 

Senor, I must at once declare 
I feel obliged for this, though you, 
In the account betwixt us two, 
Have scarcely struck the balance fair ; 
Though you deprived me, I confess, 
Of a fond lover that I loved, 
Still, the blessing you removed 
May have increased my happiness 
Since it is better lose even life-^ 
Honour, fame, and reputation, 
Than to assume the hapless station 
Of an abhorred and hated wife. 
I blame my destiny — not thee ; — 
'Tis true I feel a lasting pain. 
But then I only must complain 
Of evil stars. 

abIas. 

This must not be : 
No, beauteous Lebnore, to take 
This fault &om me, is to remove 
The chance of telling thee the love 
I long have cherished for thy sake. 
Then in the briefest, simplest way 
Let me declare, nor thou reprove me. 
That 'tis thy love that now doth move me 
To come with trembling lips to say. 
That since I have occasioned thee 
So many griefs, such sorrows cost — 
If a spouse through me vou lost,— 
Accept a husband now tnrough me. 
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IJSONOBE. 

Senor, with reason do I feel 
The motive that compels thee now. 
At such a moment, to avow 
The choice your flattering words reyeal; 
But though I prize this act of thine^ 
You will permit me to reply 
Eespectfidly, Senor, that I 
Your courteous offer must decline ; 
For, though it were, at any time. 
An honour, still, as you have said. 
Through you was G-utierre led 
To think me guilty of a crime 
Against love's laws, and if he saw 
Me married unto you, this fact 
: " Following the former fancied act 
' Would proof from mere suspicion draw* 
It were but wantonness to tempt 
The censure of the world ; so clear 
The demonstration would appear 
That I deserved its deep contempt : 
No, I shall never yield the strong 
Just privilege of complaint, that they 
Who blame me now should have to say 
I gave occasion for my wrong. 
Then would the guilty party fill 
The place from which the guiltless fell — 
No one must think he acted well, 
Who as I know did act so ill. 

abIas, 

This reply of yours doth prove, 

Fair Leonore, quite frivolous, 

Since though it clearly proved 'tween ua • 

The existence of an ancient love, 

It, at the same time, blotteth out 

The slightest shadow of a stain ; 

But see how worse you will remam 
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If he who now thy truth doth doubt, 
Will still doubt on, and ne'er discover 
The reparation that thj heart 
EeAises? 

IiEOKOBB. 

It is not the part 
Of a wise or prudent lover, 
Don Arias, to advise 
"What I feel is for my ruin ; 
For, the wrong that he is doing, 
Naught can alter or undo ; 
Nay 'twere even worse, since he 
From doubt would rise to certainty. 
As little were it right in you 
To act thus either. 

ABfAS. 

As for me, 
I, from my full confidence 
In your bosom's innocence, 
Ever satisfied will be ; 
In my life, I never knew 
Any jaundiced jealous lover 
Who in trifles could discover 
Gravest faults, when married too. 
That the Heavens did not chastise : — 
G-utierre, Leonore, 
Can on this point tell thee more, 
He whose overwatchful eyes, 
On a stranger's dwelline thrown, 
Could a man detect, and be 
Outraged so, had better see 
What is passing in his own. 

LI I. 

Don Arias, I eaii] ] 

Tliii r — 
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The model of a cavalier, 

One who knows on all occasions 

How to live and how to die. 

Making word and act comply 

"With his knightly obligations. 

He, a man whose strong bright steel. 

Whose sense of right as bright and strong, 

Would ne'er have borne the slightest "wzong 

From an Infante of Castile ; 

If you thought by this address 

Me to flatter, and awaken 

Base revenge, you are mistaken :— 

Nay, if I the truth confess, 

You have lost your chance of me. 

If a noble nature's token 

You possessed, you ne'er had spoken 

In this way of your enemy ; — 

Por though such my indignation 

For his doubting me, I could 

Wash out my insult in his blood, 

A disloyal imputation ' 

'Gainst his honour wounds me still. 

Even for vengeance, time doth tell. 

He who loveth once and well 

Never seeks the lov'd one's ill. [JEWI. 

abIas. 
I know not what reply to make : 
In honour's schools it is confess'd 
Woman's tongue can argue best, 
I'm convinced by my mistake. 
To the prince I shall direct 
Now my steps, and humbly pray 
That in his pursuits he may 
Hence some other friend select. 
Lo ! his beams the day doth bury 
Tombed within the western main. 
I shall die ere I again 
Seek the house of Gutierre. 
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SCENE V. — THE GABDEK OF DON GTJTIEBEB'S 
VILLA BY NIGHT, AS IS THE FOBMEB SCENE. 
DONA MBNCIA IS SEEN EECLINING UPON A COUCH 
ASLEEP, BESIDE HEB IS A TABLE WITH A LIGHTED 
LAMP UPON IT. DON GUTIEBBE IS SEEN DE- 
SCENDING FBOM THE GABDEN-WALL, WHICH HE 
HAS CLIMBED. 

GUTIEBBB. 

In the mute silence of this breathless night, 
Which fills my breast with terror and delight — 
Whose dusky shades, and glimmering stars, at strife, 
Build the dark sepulchre of human life. 
Here to my house in secret have I come- 
Here I approach to Mencia and to home. 
No tidings of my freedom reached her ear, 
Lest (woe is me !) she should expect me here. 
I call myself, Physician of my Honour, 
Since I procure the cure of my dishonour. 
And 80 1 come, my visit here to pay. 
At the same hour I did on yesterday. 
To see if jealousy's sharp, sudden pain 
Hath left the patient, or doth still remain. 
For this I've leapt the garden's barrier o'er. 
Lest I be seen wnen enterii^ the door. 
Oh God ! what fklsehood doth the whole world taint, 
That no man dare examine his complaint, 
Without the danger of perpetual fears ! 
Badly he spoke wno saio, the wretch has tears 
To shed for his misfortunes. 'Tis imtrue 
That he who feels the jealous shaft pierce through 
His heart can e'er be silent thereupon. 
It may be, that that man has never known 
What 'twas to feel that agony of pain ; 
But knowing that, he must perforce complain. * 
This is the place, within whose cool retreat 
She loves at night to rest; and though the feet 
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Make no sharp echo 'neath those boughs of fldoom. 
Let us ^^ad gentlj, Honour, since we Ve come. 
For prying thus, beneath o'ershadowing leaves. 
Oft jealous men must use the step of tmeves. 

[ J3d sees Msncia sleeping. 
Ah ! &irest Mencia — ^ah ! mj gentle dove, 
Badlj you meet my constancy and loye ! 
Another time I will return again ; 
My honour I find well, and &eed from pain. 
Now that 'tis so, it needs no other cure, 
And in its health I feel myself secure. 
But — ^not a slave attends upon her here— 
Perhaps she watcheth for some stranger near ; — 
O, slanderous breath ! vile terror ! cruel thought I 
Still this suspicion chains me to the spot. 
And, till by sifting it, it paas away. 
Here must my doubting footsteps lingering stay* 
The light I quench, and treading through uie nighl^ 

[JEspHnffuishes the lighi. 
Come doubly blind, bereft of sense and light. 
My voice, too, sinks its usual pitch beneath ; 
And thus I whisper, with my gentlest breath — 
Mencia ! [Awakes her. 

MENCIA. 

My God ! Who's there ? 

GtlTIEBBE. 

My love, speak low. . 

MENCIA. 

Who's there ? 

GTJTIEEEE. 

• 

'Tis I. And does my life not know P ' 

MENCIA. 

Ah! yes, my lord, no other would have L-«irf 
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aVTIEBBE. 

She knows me, then. What agony is spared ! 

[Aside, 

MBNCIiL. 

To venture here. If any one but you 
Did dare so much, this hour I would imbrue 
My hands in the hot blood that warms his frame, 
Defending thus my honour and my name. 

OTJTiBBBE, aside. 

Oh ! joy — how sweetly am I imdeceived ! 
Well does he act who probes where he is grieved. 
Mencia, dear Mencia, do not now persist [Aloud, 
In fear.. 

MSNCIA. 

How badly, terror, I resist 
The feeling ! 

OTJTIEBBE. 

Ever in my heart shall live 
Your worth. 

HEKCIA. 

Say what excuse, thou now shalt give P 

GTJTIEBBE. 

None. 

HEKGIA. 

For your highness daring to oome here P 

OUTIEBBB, aside. 

Highness ! Oh Gt>d, what word is this I hear P 
She knows me not. I struggle once again 
With doubt, misfortune, misery, and pain I 

Woiild*i \m IdmydeaihP 

Thinkfil 



»•••• 
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GTJTIEBBB, OSide, 

I gasp — ^I &int for breath ! 

MENOIA. 

Thou canst conceal thyself ? 

GTJTIEBBE, OStde. 

O Heavens ! 

MEKCIA. 

And by 
Extinguishing the light 

^ GtVTiEJLSXf aside. 

Now let me die J 

MENOIA. 

At my extremest peril, from this place 
Escape before Don Gutierre's fece ? 

euTiEBBE, aside. 

I doubt my own existence, since I live ; 
And that my breath her death-stroke doth not give. 
She does not chide the prince for being here : 
No coyness doth she feel, but only fear, 
Lest he, perchance (oh ! bitter, bitter pain). 
Should be compelled to hide himself again ! 
Oh ! let my heart be firm, mv hand be strongs 
To make my vengeance equsl to my wrong ! 

MENCIA. 

My lord, I pray your highness to retire. 

GTJTIEBBE, Oside. 

Oh ! God, I feel myself all rage — all fire ! 

MEKCIA. 

Eisk not again your safety, I implore. 
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euTiEBBE, aside. 
Who for Buch care but would return once more ? 

MXKOIA. 

This hour, Don Gutierre I expect. 

GFTISBBE, aside. 

Who would not now all patience ^uite reject P 

Ah ! only he who waits a fitting time, 

To wreak his vengeance, and to punish crime ! — 

He will not come. I left him late to-day, [Aloud- 

Engaged in business. By the public way, 

A friend of mine doth keep a strict look-out ; 

He will not come unnoticed, do not doubt. 

MUer JAODTFA. 

JAcnrTA, aside. 
Trembling I come to see who speaketh here. 

UESCIA,. 

Methinks I hear some footsteps drawing near. 

GFTISBBS. 

What shall I do ? 

M£NCIA. 

Setire, retire, your grace. 
Not to my chamber, but some other place. 

IDon OiUierre retires to the back qfthe 
stage. 



JAcnrTA. 



My lady! 



Aa^ 



01 
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Blew out the lamp : you may again retire 

And bring a light. [Jacinta goes into tie home. 

GUTIEBBE, aside. 

Enkindled in my fire ! — 
If I remain here, when the light is shown 
She must behold me, and then all is known, — 
Because then Mencia will know 
And understand my soul's overwhelming woe« 
This can not be, I must at any price 
Prevent the pang of being offended twice, 
Once by the intent. 

And once by the thought I knew, and could consent 
Her well-earned death one moment to delay, 
So I must needs dissemble in this way : — 

[^Se advances and continues m a laud veicCy 
Ho ! how is this ? What, no one from the whole 
Household attends ! 

MEirciA, aside. 

Eejoice, my coward soul, 
'Tis Gutierre, not the dreadea fate 
You feared. 

GUTIEBBE. 

No lamp lit yet, and it so late ! 

Enter jacinta with a light, doit gutiebee 
advances as if from the garden-gate. 

JACIKTA. 

Here is the light. 

GUTIEBBE. 

Ah ! Mencia, my dear wife ! 

MEKCIA. 

My husband ! joy and glory of my life t 
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OUTIEBBE, aside. 

Her false caresses strike mj bosom chill, 
But heart and soul we must dissemble still. 

MEKCIA. 

How did you enter, my dear lord ? 

GXJTIEBSB. 

This key 
Through the small fi;arden-gate admitted me ; 
My love ! my life ! but tell me how 
You here enjoy yourself ? 

HEKCIA. 

I came but now 
Down to this garden, where the winds of night. 
Cooled by these fountains, baye blown out tne light. 

OrTIEBBS. 

I do not wonder at it, darling; mine. 

Because the air that killed tnis liffht of thine 

Was breath'd out by a zephyr wild and bold, 

Aud then ran circling rouna so icy cold 

That, of this, you need have little doubt, 

Not lights alone, but lives it could blow out. 

Had you slept then, my wife. 

Its poisoned Dreath might have destroyed your life. 

KiiroiA. 

I wish to understand you, but I find 

Your thoughts too subtle, or too dull my mind. 

GUTISBBB. 

Have you not seen a burning flame expire. 
Struck by the air, and quenoied before your eyes, 
Which, by the embers of another fire. 
Is soon relit, while that which lights it dies P 
Thus death and life the quick combustion finds, 
And so the flattering tongoe of wanton winda 
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May kill the light with thee, 

And, the same moment, kindle it &r m6. 

'Tis plain, your words two meanings must conoeaL 
Can it be jealousy, my lord, you feel P 

OUTIBBBE, aside. 

Too soon my sorrows to my lips arise, — 
But then the jealous never yet were wise ; •— 
Jealousy ? !Know you then what jealousy is ? 

lAlaud. 
As the Heavens live ! I know no pang like this,— 
Tor if I could, from any reason, mow 
What jealousy was .... 

MEiroiA, aside. 

Alas ! O bitter woe ! 

GXJTIEBBE. 

If I had grounds to fancy what may be 
This phantom terror you call jealousy—* 
That it were more than a mere dream of msht 
That some poor slave or handmaid doth a&ight, 
Whoe'er the object, I would cruelly tear 
Out bit by bit the warm heart she doth bear ; 
Then as t tie quivering frafi;ments came 
Eeeking with blood and liquefied in flame, 
I would the red drops as they feU, 
Drink with delight and eat the heart as well ; — 
Nay, her very soul I forth would snatch, 
Which with a thousand wounds I would despatch, 
If souls, by pain, can e'er be visited : — 
But heavens ! what words are these my Ups have 
said? 

MENCIA. 

You overwhelm my trembling heart with fear. 
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GUTIEBBE. 

God ! O God ! my Mencia, Mencia dear ! 
]\ly good, my wife, — the glory of my skiea ! 
l)(»ar mistress mine, oh ! pardon by thine eyes 
This wild disorder, this strange burst of gnef, 
AVhich past conception, past all sane belief, 
A more chimera of the brain did cause, 
jVIakiiig my thoughts o'erleap all natural laws ; 
Eiit by thy life, 1 swear to thee, my dear, 

1 still look on thee with respect and fear, 

Yo.-j, notwithstanding this my strange offence : — 
IK'uvens ! how I must have been bereft of sense ! 

MEXCIA, aside, 

J \\ir, terror, dread, as if with poisoned breath 
Jircuthe o'er my soul the pestilence of death. 

OUTIEEEE. 

I called myself Physician of my Honour. 

And iu the earth shall bury my dishonour. [£lxeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I.— A nALL in the eotal 

PALACE. 

Enter tlie Kixo and his attendants, among whom is 
Dox OUTIEBRE, who advances. 

GUTIEBBE. 

Pedro, the footsteps of whose throne 
Arc bathed by India's sun-bright sea, 
Alone I wish to speak with thee. 

KINO to his attendants^ who retire. 
Betire awhile : I am alone. 

OVTIEBBI. 

.Am iflh 

2b 



.V. 
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Castilian Atlas, unto thee, 

To whose strong shoulders, constantly 

The mighty destiny is given 

To bear the sapphire orb of heaven, 

The diamond globe and pearly sea, — 

To thee I come to lay the prize 

Of life before thy feet, if I 

Can call that life which seems to die 

Each moment, stifled in my sighs — 

Wonder not then, my lord, these eyes 

Of mine are neither cold nor dry : 

'Tis said that they whose bosoms prove 

"Worthy to feel the joys of love, 

Or those of honour, still more deep — 

Have the proud privilege to weep 

Their sorrows, and no man reprove : — 

Honour and love have both been mine — 

Honour which I have always worn 

As being a noble and well bom ; — 

And love, which lately thou didst twine 

My marriage, in those bonds of thine : 

Thus rich by gain and inheritance, 

I saw my happj^ days advance. 

Till clouds that envied such a life, 

Darken' d such splendour in my wife — 

Such lustre in my confidence : — 

But now my tongue can scarce evince 

The cause of so much sorrow. Since 

He against whom my wrong demands 

Justice and rigour at thy hands. 

Is your own brother — even the prince :— 

JSTot that he may learn, dread sire, 

That outraged honour in its ire 

Knows not how to pause or cower, 

Even in the regal front of power — 

To liim who feels that sacred fire 

The bare conception will sufiice : — 

And so I hope by your advice 
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Life for my honour to procure, 
And that prevention more than cure 
INIay heal the anguish in a trice : — 
For if I could, before I heal it. 
From bad to worse increasing feel it, 
Then would my wrath, in wilder mood, 
Wash out the shameful stain in blood, — 
And deep within the earth conceal it : — 
Start not ! the blood that I shall seek. 
Must only trickle from this breast : — 
Of Don Enrique be at rest — 
On him no vengeance shall I wreak, — 
Of that, this witness here shall speak — 
This brilliant tongue of glittering steel—* 
This dagger which I now reveal, 
A\^as his : ah ! judge how safe is he, 
When even his dagger trusts to me 
The proud Infante of Castile 1 

KING. 

Say no more, Don Qutierre, 
For the man that Honour crowns 
Every hour with never-vanquished 
Garlands of respect and love, — 
Garlands that in brightness rival 
Even the rays of the sun — may live 
Satisfied hia honour 

OUTIEBSB. 

Do not. 
Please your majesty, my lord, 
'Make me think that you imagine ^ 
I have Deed to be consoled 
Ere my own good name I credit : — 
Oh ! 1 have a wife so honest. 
Chaste and firm, she leaves behind 
iioman Portia and Lucretia, 

2b2 
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Scythiaa ThomyriB : I ask 
But precaution*. 

Still precautions 
Prore some danger tbreatenB near ; 
What then aaw you, Qutierre ? 

OUTIEEKB. 

N'othing, gince men formed as I 
Do not see — enough they fancy, — 
Dream, foreshadow, or auepect, 
Feel some imtinct — some aivining — 

Some I know not what to Hay: — > 

Tor no word could give the mewing 
Of what I have felt and feel — 
feelings that resemble atoms — 
Too minute to analyze : — 
I your majeaty consulted. 
But for this one cause alone — 
To avoid a threatened evU, 
Not an actual one to cure ■, 
Had it happened, yon may trust me, 
I myself would have prescribed 
Eemedies, instead of asking 
Tardy cures at others' hauoB. 

xaia. 
Since you call yourself Physidan 
Of your Honour, Gutierre, 
Tell me what remedial measures 
Have you taken up to this ? 

GVTIEBBB. 

Not a jealous word I've uttered 
To my wife, but every moment 
Seemed to love her more and mon 
In a sweet and peaceful villa 
Some leagues off she lately lived : 
Thinking that, perchance, the Imu 



d 
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Place might have a sad effect, 
I to Seville moved my household, 
And she now resideth here. 
Where she now no more need envy 
Those who share its gaieties, 
For harsh treatment and reproaches 
Are but used by common husbands — 
Who when they have told their insults 
Lose all further fear of them. 

The Infante hither cometh ; 

If he sees you here, 'tis certain 

That he will from that discover 

You have told me your complaints : 

But I call to mind another 

Day, when one in mournful accents 

Made the like complaints of thee — 

How behind some flowing curtains 

I concealed on that occasion 

Her who made me those complaints ; 

And as similar diseases 

Call for corresponding treatment, 

Let it be repeated here, 

As with you I am desirous 

Now to do what then I did ; 

But be sure let nothing tempt you 

To come forth, whatever is said. 

OUTISBBB. 

Oh ! my lord, thus humbly bending. 

At your royal feet I kneel : 

I will be the bird depicted 

AVith a pebble in its bill. [ConeedU hmielf. 

Enter the Ltfante dok xniQrB. 

s 
Just in time 71 
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Evil though the time may prove. 
Since you find me 

ENBiQxrs, aside. 

Oh ! I tremble !— 

Full of wrath. 

My gracious lord I 
Say with whom ? what crime 0(xnpel& thee ? 

"With yourself, Infante— you^ 

El!fBIQUE. 

Then my life will be unhappy 
If the sun that was its glory 
Leaves it dead in dark eclipse. 

KLNGt. 

Are you not aware, Enrique, 

More than once a sword has washed out 

Private wrongs in royal blood ? 

Xl!fBIQXrE. 

Eor what end, my lord, what purpose 
Asks your majesty P 

KINO. 

For you, 
Tou yoTirself, it is I ask it : 
Honour is a sacred place 
"Which the soul alone inhabits — 
I am not the king of souls, — 
Saying this I've said sufficient. 
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EVBXQUB, 

still I understand you not. 

ansa. 

If your love shows no amendment, 
From this very moment ceasing 
Vain impracticable efforts 
To obtain a certain beauty 
Whom a noble vassal's bosom 
Loves with lawful sovereign sway, 
Not our mutual blood shall save you 
From my justice and my wrath. 

ENBIQUE. 

Though, my lord, your slightest precept 
Is a law your tongue impresses 
On my heart, as if 'twere written 
In the ever-during bronze — 
Hear at least my exculpation* 
Never should it be forgotten 
That a judge's ^ual ears 
Should be open to both parties : — 
Yes, my lord, I loved a lady — 
For I know of whom you speak,-— 
Loved her well on slight foundation--- 
In a word, my lord, I loved her 
To the extent 

And what imports i^ 
If she is beyond thy reach ? 

True indeed, but then 
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EKBIQTJE. 

Will you not, my lord, permit me 
Offer an excuse P 

KDTG. 

There's none^ 
Since she is a peerless beauty 
Without blemish. 

EITBIQUE. 

Beyond doubt : 
But as time doth conquer all things. 
Love may triumph over all. 

"KiSQ, aside, 

God ! how badly have I acted 
In concealing Grutierre ! — 
Silence ! silence ! — 

ENEIQTJE. 

Oh \ incite thee 
Not against me, knowing not 
What has driven me on to act so. 

N'ay, I know it all right well ; — 

What a terrible position ! {Aside. 

ENBIQUE. 

'Tis my right, my lord, to speak : 
Yes, I loved her when a maiden — 
Who by that is injured ? — say, — 
Ere a vassal 

OUTIEBEE, aside. 

Ah ! unhappy ! 

EIT^BIQTJE. 

Took this lady as his wife — 
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KING. 

You must not dare to tell me : 
Silence ! silence ! since I know 
You have feigned some wild chimera 
IMerely to excuse thy fault. — 
Come Infante, come Infante, 
Let us put an end to this — 
Tell me, do you know this dagger ? 

ENBIQUE. 

On returning to the palace 
Late one night, I found that I 
Had it not. 

KING. 

And then you know not 
"Where it was that it was lost ? 

ENRIQUE. 

No, my lord. 

KING. 

I do : 'twere easy 
Where 'twas found to have enstained it 
With the best blood of your breast, 
If he was not, he who found it, 
The most true and loyal vassal 
Ever owned by prince or king : — 
See you not what noble vengeance 
Seeks the man, who though offended 
Thus surrenders arms ana breast P 
Do you see the gold inlaying 
Of this dagger's glittering blade ? 
'Tis an hieroglyph that speaketh 
Your offence ; of you it comes 
To complain, and I must hear it : — 
Take its bright steel fix>m the sheath 




378 THE PHYSICIAN OP 

And look on it ; there, Enrique, 
Tou will see your faults. 

ENRIQUE. 

My lord, 
Think, that in your wrath you treat me 
So severely, that disturbed 

KING. 

Take the dagger. 

[Enrique takes the dag^, hut in hi9 otmju- 
sion wounds the hin^s hcmd^ 

Ah ! what meaa you, 
Traitor ? 

ENEIQUE. 
I? 

KING. 

What ! with my blood 
Will you thus your steel ensanguine ? 
Thou, the dagger which I gave thee 
Wilt thou tiu-n against my breast ? 
Do you then desire to kill me ? 

ENRIQUE. 

Think, my lord, of what you say, 
So confused am I 

KING. 

So daring 
Even to me ? — Hold ! hold, Enriquo^ 
Turn its point away ! — I die ! 

ENRIQUE. 

Such a mournful misconception ! — 
It is best I now retire 
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And withdraw me from thy presence 
Even for life, that you again 
Ne'er may form the dread delusion 
That I meant to shed thy blood : — 
I a tliousand times unhappy ! 

\^Flin^9 the dagger from him and exit. 

Heaven defend me ! what is this ? 

"What intolerable terror ^ 

Bathed I saw me in my blood — 

Dead I seemed ! — "What dismal fancy 

Darkly circled me around, 

With its horror-folding phantoms. 

And with icy weight Lay heavy 

On my frozen heart and soul f — 

God 1 ask, that these beginnings 

May not come to such an end. 

That with bloody inundations 

All the world be not amazed !• [Exit. 

euTiEBRE, aivcmcing. 

Such a wonder is this day ! — 

So made up of dread surprises^ 

It is but a trifling matter 

That the king forgot me here,. 

Ah ! what words were those tiiat reaefaed me ? 

But why speak then with the tongue. 

When my wrong can be but measured 

By the miseries of my life ? — 

Let me then tear up the hapless 

Eoot of so much woe at once v — 



* The hiBtorical reader need icaroely be reminded, that 
Don Pedro's presentiments were not without good oanae, he 
having been eyentually sUin by the hand of his half brother 
Henry of Trastamara — ^the Don Enrique of this drama. 
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Mencia must die, and purple 
With her blood her bridal bed ! — 
And since now this fatal dagger 
Gives to me, a second time. 
The Infante, with this weapon 
Must the fatal deed be done : 

[Takes up the dagger. 
But 'twere wrong to make it public. 
Since I know that secrecy 
Ever gains the proudest conquests. 
And an outrage which is secret 
Doth demand a like revenge : 
Mencia indeed must perish, 
But the cause must not be known — 
Ere the fatal moment cometh. 
Heaven in pity take my life ! 
That I may not see the tragic 
End of so much hapless love ! — 
Why, transparent fields of azure, 
Why reserve your lightning bolts ? — 
Is it not full time to hurl them 
Down — with burning points transfixing 
Him who'U thank thee for the stroke ? — 
Skies too tranquil and too cloudless, 
Have ye not a death to give 
To a being so unhappy ? — 
Not one flash for such a wretch ? [JEW^. 
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A. BOOH m SON GUTIBBai B HOOBX, 

IN" SEVIILE. 



Enter doS'a mikcia atid jaclsta. 
JAcnfTA. 
SeSora, vhat deep source of anduesa 
Darkens thy teauty and denioa thee gladness, 
That day and night you can do naught but weep ? 

MEN CIA. 

The anguish tliat o'erwlielniB me is so deep, 
So full of doubtful terror, no allusion 
Can ope this dark confusion on confusion, 
Or this phantom fear dismember : — 
Since that doleful night, if you remember, 
"When at our country-house residing, 
I, Jacinta, unto thee confiding 
My secret troubles, came and told to thee, 
How Don Enrique apoke but then to me, 
"When (I know not how my grief to tell) 
Tou said that that was quite impossible — 
Tor at the time I said lie spoke to me 
He in another quarter spoke to thee : 
I am sad and tuarful, 

Doubtful, diatnit-ted, timorous and fearful- 
Thinking it mui-t necessarily be 
Gutierre who did speak to me. 



Could such an error happen thee without 
Thy knowing ? 



Tea, Jacinta, now I cannot doubt, — 
'Twas night and in low whispering words he spoke, 
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Frightened and in confusion I awoke. 
And thinking 'twas the prince's voice I heard, 
Easily the mistake might have occurred. — 
Besides to see him smile and hear him groan, 
Joyful with me and weeping when alone, — 
The prey of troubles and darkjealousieB 
lYhich make such fatal friendship with the eyes, 
That from them they nothing can conceal — 
All make my heart foreboding terrors feel. 

Enter COQUIK. 

coQUisr. 
Senora, 

MENCIA. 

WeU, what message do you bear ? 

COQUrN". 

To tell its purport I can scarcely dare, — 
Don Enrique the Infante 

MENCIA. 

Coquin, cease — 
No more that name shall scare my bosom's peace^ 
No more shall waken my scarce slumbering woe. 
So much I fear it and abhor it so. 

COQTJIK. 

The message that I bear thee do not fear, 
'Tis not of love. 

MENCIA. 

In that case I shall hear ; 
Say on. 

COQUIK. 

Seiiora, the Infante — who 
AVas so bootlessly in love with you, 
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Had to-day a serious altercation 

With the king, his brother ; the narration 

Should you perchance demand it 

I cannot tell, as I don't understand it, — 

And if I did, among forbidden things 

"With jesters, is the sacred talk of kings, — 

This by the way : — Enrique summoned me, 

And thus addressed me with great secrecy : — 

To Dofia Mencia speedily depart, 

And bear this message to her on my part, — 

Tell her that her tyrannous disdain 

From me the favour of the king hath ta'en, 

And drives me from my native land, 

A mourning exile, to a foreign strand — 

AVhere every hope of life shall fly, 

Since there, by Mencia hated, I shall die. 

MEKCIA. 

What ! must the prince, the fevour of the king, 
A nd even his country, lose through me ? — a thing 
To strike the proudest reputation down ! — 
Oh ! I shall be the babble of the town ! — 
AVaiat shaU 1 do ? O Heavens !— 

JACINTA. 

BeBure, 

My lady, it is better to prevent than cure 

This evil. 

COQXJIK. 

Yes, how can she ? pray explain 

JACn^TA. 

By asking the Infante to remain : — 
For if on thy account he leaves this place, 
As now is whispered, thy unjust disgrace 
AVill be made public — since whate'er compels 
A prince's absence, rumour ever telli 



N 
\ 

\ 
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Witli added circumstance and sateless zest 
The why and wherefore. 

COQTTIir. 

How shall this request 
Come to his ears, if off in thought he flies 
Eooted and spurred, and bearing countless sighs ? 

JACIKTA. 

By my lady writing to him now 

A letter which will simply tell him how 

Her reputation doth require that he 

Gro not away : and if brought back by thee 

"Will reach him in full time. 

MENOIA. 

Alas ! although 
To palter with one's honour is, I know, 
A dangerous experiment — ^to me 
The writing of this letter seems to be 
The only hopeful thing that I can do ; — 
And if an ill, the lesser ill of two, — 
If any ill of mine can be called light : — 
Both here remain, while I go in and write. 

\_She draics a curtain aside, and enters tm 
adjoining apa/rtment. The curtain closes 
behind herT] 

JACIIfTA. 

Coquin, how comes it that from day to day 

Tou grow more sad — you once so fight and gay P 

Say, what can be the sudden cause of it ? 

COQUIN. 

Why, I attempted to become a wit, 
!For my misfortune, and have got all over 
A hypochondria I'll ne'er recover. 
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JACOTTA. 

A hypochondria P and what is that ? 

coqvis, 

'Tis an infirmity the sick world gat 
A year or two ago, unknown before— 
*Tis one of fashion's fevers and no more ; — 
From which, fair friend, no lady can excuse her, 
Or should she catch it not, to him who wooes her, 
She mouminfi; comes, and says to him some day, 
Bestow a little hypochondria : — 
But my master enters now the room. 

JACTNTA. 

My God ! — I fly to tell her he has come. 

Unter doit gutebbss. 

OUTIEBBE. 

Hold ! hold, Jacinta, stay ! 

Why do you fly my presence in this way ? 

jAcnrPA. 

I meant but quickly to proclaim 
Unto my lady, that your lordship came 
Into the house. 

OVTISBBE, oiide, 

O race of servants ? ye 
The fostered foes of every £Eunily ! — 
They seem perplexed by my abrupt intrusion : — 
Come, tell me what's the, cause or this confusion ? 
Why would you so have fled ? [To Jacinta, 

JACIKTA. 

My lord, I meant to announce, as I have said, 
Your coming to my mistroM. 

2o 
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eumBBX, atide, 

Shedofih 

Her lips — ^perchance this other may reveal 
The truth : — ^You Coqum, as you are awaie^ 
Have been my trustea seryant firm and fkat 
Be now obedient to my earnest prayer^^' 
Tell me, good Grod ! quick, tell me what haa paaa^d? 

coQimr. 

My lord, I*d grieve if I but knew a tittle 
That I had learned and could reveal so " 
Please Gt>d ! my master 

aUTIBBBB. 

Do not speak so high :-» 
Why were you so disturbed, when I came nigh P 

coquis. 
We're easily frightened — ^both our nerves are weak* 

auTiBBBE, aside. 

With signs, I see them to each other speak ; 
No feeble cowardice must now be shown : — 
Both of you leave me. 

\_UxewU Cbquin and JiaekUa. 
Now we are alone. 
My honour, you and I, we now must go 
At once to end my rapture or my woe 2 — 
Who ever saw a grief like this arise 
That hands must kill while tears bedew the eyea I 
[ZTe draws the cwrtamt andMeneia u mm 
writing at a table — her hack it tawmris 
him,j 
Mencia is writii^ ; I am driven to see 
To whom she writes, and what the theme may be : 
[He advances cautiously cmd seizes the letter ; 
Mencia starts up and with a sudden 
clamation faints aujojf.'] 
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MXNCIA. 

God ! O Heaven ! assist me in my woe ! 

GUTIEBBE. 

She lies a living statue of cold snow ! — [Bea€li. 

" I pray your highness" Ah ! since he is high, 

Low on the ground, my honour thou must lie ! — 

" Do not depart" !N"o more my voice impart 

This hated prayer that he should not depart : — 
So freely now 1 yield me to my fate, 

1 almost thank my woes they are so great ! — 
But shall I now her senseless body slay ? 
No, I must act in a more cautious way — 
First all my servants I must send elsewhere, ' 
That then companioned only by my care 
Alone I stay : And she, my hapless wife, 
Whom more than all in my unhappy life 

I truly loved — I now desire in this 

Final ferewell — this trembling o'er the abyss 

Of death and judgment — she should feel once more 

My care, my pity ere her life be o'er — 

TTiat latest care affection's zeal supplies, — 

That the soul die not when the body dies. 

[He writes some lines upon the letter, which 

he places upon the table, and then leaves 

the apartment,"] 

MENCIA, recovering. 

Oh ! avert ! avert ! thy vengeful sword ! — 
Think me not guilty, my beloved lord, — 
For Heaven doth know that I die innocent ! 
What furious hand ! what bloody steel is bent 
To pierce my heart ! Oh ! hold ! — ^thy wrath assuage. 
Nor slay an innocent woman in thy rage ; — 
But how is this ? Ah ! me, I am alone. 
And is he gone ? hath G-utierre flown ? — 
Methought — and who would not have thought with 
me? 

2c 2 
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Dying I sank amid a rulnr sea : — 

Gk)d ! this fainting, wnen I gasped for brea^ 
Was the foreshadow of impenmng death ! — 
The illusiye truth I doubt and jet believe ! — 
This letter I shall tear. [She taket «p the letUr. 

But what do I perceive P 
Some writing of my husband placed beneatii,— 7 

1 feel it is the sentence of my death I [JBmnJ^* 
" Love adores thee, but honour abhors thee ; and 

thus while one condenjis thee to death, the otiier 
gives thee this admonition : thou hast but two hours 
to live — thou art a Christian, — save thy soul, for as 
to thy life it is impossible." 

God, defend me ! ho ! Jacinta, here ! 
No one replies, another fifttal fear ! — 
Is there no servant waiting P I shall know.-~ 
Ah ! me, the door is locked, I cannot go : 
No one in all the house appears to hear me — 
Terror and horror shuddermg come more near me ! 
These windows too are barred with iron railingSy 
In vain to vacant space I utter my bewailingB — 
Since underneath an outstretch'd garden lies. 
Where there is none to heed my mntic criefl — 
Where shall I go ? O whither shall I fly, 
Girt by those shades of death that du-ken heart 
and eye ! {Scene eloseg. 
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SCENE HI. — A STBEXT mr 8XTXLLS.-^]neHT, 
Enter Hu siSQ and doh sieqo. 



Hw Enrique tiion departed ? 



Tes, IDT lord, he went this morning 
Forth from. Serille. 

Knre. 

I believe, that 
With an arrogimt preBninptioiij 
He imadned that he only 
Coiild of all the world, defy me : — 
And he went ? 



ToCotuaegm, 
Ipreaiune. 

EDTO. 

What! totheln&nte 
The Qrand-MftBter there ? their union 
Will result in plotting vengeauoe 
Against me. 

Dixoa 

They are your brotheta : 
Ae their brother they muet love thee, 
Ab their king they moat respect — 
Bound by double bonds of nature 
To obey thefe. 

EIHO. 

And Snriqus 
Bringel^ whoHtM Ui onnpttiuon f 
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DIIOO. 



Don Arias. 



His old friend. 



DIEGO. 

Do\\ii the street there's music soonding. 

JOSQ, 

Let us then approach it nearer; 
What is sung, perchance may gently 
Calm my mind. 

pnoo. 

Sweet music erer 
Is an antidote to ills. 

MUSICIANS 8inff tffUhin. 

The Infante Don Enri<^ue 
Took his leave of the kmg to-day : 
May God bring to a happy issue 
Both his grief and his goucLg away. 

KTKG. 

What a mournful voice ! Diego, 
At the street-end intercept them : — 
He must not escape inqmry 
Who such dark forebodings sings. 

IMcetmt at opposite gida 
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SCENE IV. — A CHAHBXB IK DOK QVTIEBBE'a 
EOTISE. AT THE BACK SOXITS IB AIT AHTX-CHAIf- 
BEE, THE ENTHANCE TO WHICH IB OOTBBBD BX 
A CrRTAIN. ^ 

Enter don qutiebbe, eonduetuy lddotioo, a 
Surgeon, ichoae eifes are hound. 



Enter without any fear ; 
Now 'tis time that I uofaaten 
From vour face this needful bandage, 
And that I eoneea! mine own. 

[He lootetu the bandage and conceals hig o 
face in kit cloak^ 

LTTDOVICO. 

God preserve me ! 

QtrTiBiiaB. 

Be not irigbtened, 

Whatsoe'er you see. 

ttTDonco. 

My lord, 
Prom my house this night yon drew me 
Torth, but scarcely haa we entered 
On the street, when with a dagger 
Pointed at my breast, you forced me 
Tremblingly to do thy bidding, 
Which was to concetd and cover 
Up my eyes, and then to yield me 
To thy guidance, and you led me 
Onwud by a tbouaand windings. 
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Telling me my life depended 

On my loosening not the bandage ; — 

Thus an hour I have gone with you 

Without knowing where I wandered — 

Lost in speechless admiration 

At so senous an adyenture ; — 

But now more disturbed and wondering 

Do I feel, to find me standing 

In a house so richly furnished — 

Where there seems no living inmate 

But yourself, and you, too, hiding 

Close your face within your mantle : — 

What's your wish ? 

GUTIEBBE. 

That you await me 
Here alone for one brief moment. 

lOoes into the ante^himber' 

LITDOVICO. 

What mysterious termination 
Can conclude so many wonders ? 
God protect me ! — 
[Don Gutierre comes forth from the chamber^ 
and draws the curtain aside,"] 

GUTIEBBE. 

It is time 
That you enter here ; but listen 
Ere you do so : this bright dagger 
Will be instantly enamelled 
With the best blood of your bosom, 
If you disobey my orders ; 
Come, and look within this chamber : 
What do you see in it ? 

LTJDOVICO. 

An image 
Of pale death — ^an outstretched body. 
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Which upon a bed is lying : — 
At each side a lighted candle 
And a crucifix before it, — 
Who it is I cannot say, 
As the face is covered over 
With a yeil of tafeta. 

GUVIESBB. 

To this living corse — ^this body 
Which you see, yon must give death. 

LUDOTIOO. 

What are your orders P 

GIJCTBBX. 

That you bleed her — 
Freely let the blood flow forth. 
Drop by drop the life-stream watching^-^ 
Standing by ner purple bednnde 
Firmly uirough tne norrid scene, 
Till finom out the little puncture 
She doth sink and bleed to death. 
Answer not, 'tis vain and usdees 
To attempt to move my pity — 
If you wish to live, obq^ me. 

LVDOTIOO. 

Oh ! my lord, such terror thrills me. 
Though I hear you, I have not 
Any strength to do thy bidding. 



• i A A 



evT] 

He who, forced by sternest fiito^ 
Dares discharge so dread a dntj. 
Will know how to kiD thee too. 



LUJX)VJC0« 

Tis life*s inatiiMfetluift oon^eLi me. 
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GUTEBBBE. 



You do well to yield to it, 
Since the world holds many persons 
Who but only live to kill : — 
From this spot I can behold you — 
Ludovico, enter in. 

[Ludovico enters the anie'cJkami 
This was the most subtle method 
To dissemble my aflfront — 
If 'twere poison, it were easy 
To investigate the cause — 
If 'twere by a wound — the death-mark 
Never wholly could be hid : — 
Now, her natural death relating, 
I can say, a sudden cause 
Made the bleeding necessary : 
No one can deny that statement. 
If it is quite possible 
For a band itself to loosen : — 
And to have observed the caution 
With this man that I have used, 
Was required : for if uncovered 
Here he came, and saw a woman 
Whom he was compelled to bleed — • 

Then how strong were the presumption : 

Now he cannot even say. 

If he speaks of this adventure, 

Who the woman was he bled : — 

And moreover when I bring him 

Forth some distance from my house, 

I feel strongly moved to kill him. 

I, Physician of my Honour, 

Mean to give it health and life 

By a bleeding — since now all things 

At the cost of blood are cured. £JESt, 
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SCENE V.^THl 8TBBHT, 

Enter the UKS and dok uibqo at oppoHle sides. 
The tong w continued bi/ the sanie voicef. 

MrsiciAifs, icithiti. 
To CooBuegra hath departed 
The Iniante of Castile— 
Who knows what Bcenes may yet be acted 
AmoDg the mountains of Montiel F' 



Don Diego ! 

Sire i 

EniQ. 

'Tia certain 

They are aingin^ in the atreet ; 
Sliall we not their names discoTer ? — 
Can it be the wind that speaks F 

Bneo. 
Do not deign, mv lord, to notiee 
Idle BODgB like those we hear — 
Since to anger rou, no better 
Can be heard through Serille'B streets. 

Two men are advancing hithw. 
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DIEGO. 

True, we now can have an answer ; 
It to-day may be important 
To find out who these may be. 

Enter don otjtiebbb, conducting ltjdovico hUnd" 

folded as before. 

GUTIEBBE, aside. 

Ah ! that Heaven should interfere. 
To prevent the sure conceahnent 
Of my secret's second key 
By this wretch's death ! — 'Tis needful 
I withdraw me from these two- 
Nothing could be more disastrous 
Than that they should know me now, — 
Here I leave him for the present. [JESrt^. 

DIEGO. 

Of the two, my lord, advancing 
Hither, one has gone, and one 
Here remains. 

KING. 

For my confusion : 

Since if I can trust the glimmer 
"Which the pale moon dnnly sheds, 
Shapeless seem its form and features — 
Eudely sculptured, like a bust 
Eoughly cut from snow-white jasper. 

DIEGO. 

Stay, I pray your majesty, 
I will go to him. 

ZING. 

Permit me, 
Don Diego : Man, thy name ? ^. 
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LITDOTIOO. 

Two confusionB are the reason 
Why, my lord, I cannot answer : 
Pirst, the humbleness of one 
In my lowl^ station feeleth 
At conversing with his Unff . 

'[TaJtei qfihe lamdage. 
By your voice, my lord, 1 knew you — 
It is a light that makes you known 
Unto every one who hears it : — 
And the second, — ^themost novel, 
The most wonderful adventure 
That the archives of the people 
Chronicle in all their annals. 

What has happened P 

Lunonoo. 

To you only 
Will I tell it-— come apart. 

KiKa. 

Yonder wait me, Don Diego. 

[Ludofrico appeari to addrem ik$ 



niXGO, 

What surprising drcumstanoes 
Have I seen thu night ! May God 
Draw me from its further dangers I 

LUDOVico, in eoniinmtiiiam to iho hkig. 

I saw not the fieu)e, but only 

Heard her mid repettbed sobbings 

Say, '^ I die in innooemoe— 

May Heaven aak my Ii& not idjoaf* 

This she said and iMin6Qipmd:r-- . . 
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Then the man the light extinguished 

And by all the ways we entered 

Issued forth again : and hearing 

As we came along this street, 

Some one speaking, left me in it : — 

I forgot, my lord, to mention 

That my hands bathed red and reeking 

With the blood he made me shed, 

I, pretending to support me 

By the walls, impressed their marks 

On the doorways as I issued : — 

By which blooHy signs 'tis easy 

To find out the house. 

KING. 

'Tis well : — 
Come and tell me when you find it. 
And whatever else you learn ; — 
Take this diamond ring, present it — 
By this token that I give thee, 
You can enter and have audience 
"With me any hour you come. 

LTJDOYICO. 

Heaven, my gracious lord, preserve you ! 

KING. 

Don Diego, let us go. 

DIEGO. 

What hath happened ? 

KING. 

An occurrence 
Stranger than perhaps the world 
Ever saw. 
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Dneo. 

Tou seem dejected. 



I must needs indeed be bo. 

Then retire to rest ; far mommg 
Now begins to eihine amid 
The golden clouds. 



Something that I most discover. 

dhoo. 
Do you not perceiTe the sun 
Rises brightly now ? your person 
Will be known. 

Enter coQrni. 

COQUIB. 

Although yoa kill mi 
For my having recognised you, 
my lord ! I must apeak with yon, 
Hear me! 



'Tib no time for mirth : 
Why this daring f this disbracition P 

oOQirni. 
'Tia an honourable action. 

Worthy one of nobler birth : — 

For though classed amoug the mimes. 

Jesters, jokers, daft, delirious, 

Still, my lord, when Uiings grow serioui 
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I am serious, too, at times : — 
Hear me, 'tis no idle chaflT, 
But the gravest, the most deep, 
For I wish to make thee weep. 
Since I failed to make thee laugh : — 
Gutierre, misinformed 
Bj appearances, became 
So unjust to his good fame 
As to doubt his wife, and warmed 
By suspicion, jesterday 
Pound ner writing (sad mistake) 
A request, for honour's sake, 
To the Infante, that he'd stay 
Some days longer here, and so 
Save the breath of scandal blasting 
Her good name, by falsely casting 
Blame on her, that he should go : — 
Guilelessly, without deceit 
Asked she, as is known to me : — 
"Where she wrote it, noiselessly 
Gliding in with coward feet, 
He, the letter seized, and mocked 
By the words whose sense he missed. 
Jealously went mad, dismissed 
AU his servants, and then locked 
Up himself with only her : — 
I then pitying ('tis out human) 
To behold a hapless woman 
Persecuted by her star. 
Hither come, my lord, to pray thee 
That your strong and mighty arm 
Save her from some fatal harm. 

KING. 

Tell me how can I repay thee 
Por this pity ? 

COQUIK. 

Never after 
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This then, chom by act or word 
The payment of mj teeth, my lord. 

KINO. 

This ia not the time for laughter. 

COQUDT. 

When then is it ? 



Since the day 
Now grows bright, and well 'tis bo— 
Let uB, Don Dieso, go ; — 
Since I thus the tietter may 
Try a ^htn that I deviee : 
'Tia thiB moment to repair 
To his house, and say that there 
I would change this night disguise : 
Being there, whate'er doth seem 
Then indeed to be the fact, 
I shall be prepared to act 
As a king and judge supreme. 

Better plan was ne'er contrived, 

CoiiriH. 
While you both have thus been speakiug. 
Here's the house tliat you are seeking : 
At the door we hui'e arrived. 



Don Diego ! 

fllEGO. 

WTiat do you see ? 



I 
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KTSa. 

See vou not the bloodv stain 
Of a hand on the door ? 

DIEGO. 

'Tis plain. 

^ KXS^G, aside. 

Gutierre evidently 
Is the man to whom belongs 
This night's unequalled tragedy ; 
How shall I act ? Deliberately 
Hath he satisfied his wrongs. 

Enter do^a leo3*obe and n^s, veiled. 

LEONOBE. 

I go to Mass, before the day, 

In order to avoid the gaze 

Of people in the public ways 

Of Seville : that my sorrows may 

Be quite forgot. But Ines, why 

Stands that group yonder ? 'Tis the ^^^g ! 

What to this house his grace can bring ? 

INES. 

Draw close your veil till we pass by. 

KING. 

That precaution is unavailing, 
Since you are known, fair Leonore. 

LEONOEE. 

My lord, I drew my thick veil o'er 
My face, that I might not be failing 
In my respect : to be unknown, 
Methought was your desire ; — if not, 
I would, my lord, upon the spot 
My life before your feet have thrown. 
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BXNG. 

Concealment is a thing, by Heaven ! 
Which would have rather suited better 
Me than you : I am thy debtor 
For injured honour, having given 
Thee mv word, without evasion 
Or postponement to renew it ; 
Once again, I say I'll do it 
On the very first occasion : 

DON GTJTIEEBB, within. 

Why, oh ! why, unpitying Heaven, 
Do you leave me thus despairing, 
When one flash of thy red lightning 
Could reduce me into dust ? 

\_Se rtisheafirom the house. 

KING. 

What is this ? 

DIEGO. 

Don Gutierre 
Rushes frantic from his house ! 

KING. 

Whither goest thou, Gutierre ? 

OUTIEBBE. 

To embrace thy feet, my lord : — 
Hear the most extreme misfortune, 
Of all tragedies the rarest 
That man's wondering admiration 
Ever blended with his fear. 
My beloved wife, my Mencia, 
She as chaste as she was beauteous, 
She as fair as she was pure — 
She whose praises time re-echoed — 
She my Mencia, whom I worshipped 

2d2 
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With my life, my very soul — 

Saw herself this night prostrated 

By a sharp and sudden illness, 

Which, to prove that she was human 

And not all divine, attacked her : 

A physician who can boast him 

Of the highest name and fame. 

And who in the world doth merit 

Never-ending deathless praises. 

Quick prescribed for her a bleeding. 

As he hoped to re-establish 

By this means, the healthy action 

Of the part thus sorely threatened 

By an illness so important : — 

So 'twas done ; for I in person 

Being the only one remaining 

In the house, called in a surgeon. 

All my servants being absent ; — 

WTien, my lord, I went to see her. 

Hastening to her room this morning — 

(Here my tongue grows mute with sorrow ! 

Here my trembling breath doth fail me !) 

I beheld the bed empurpled 

With her blood so sadly fatal, 

And her white robe crimsoned over, — 

And in it, O Grod ! was lying 

Cold and dead, my darling Mencia, 

Having bled to death at night ; 

Which doth prove how very easy 

Can itself a bandage open. 

But ah ! me, why thus presuming 

Strive I to reduce to language 

Such a sorrowful misfortune ? 

Turn your pitying gaze then yonder — 

There you see the sun looks bloody, 

There you see the pale moon darkened — 

E/obbed of light the starry legions, 

Dark with clouds the azure skies— 
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There you see the peerless beauty 
Bom for sorrow and misfortune, 
Who that I might die while living, 
Takes my soul with her to Heaven ! 

[The door of the house is thrown open, cmd 
Dona Mencia is seen lying dead upon a 
couch, 

KING, oxide. 

Wonderful occurrence ! Now 

Prudence is of utmost moment. 

Greatly will forbearance cost me ; — 

What a strange revenge is his ! — 

Hide this horror so appalling — \AUyad. 

Prodigy so sadly fearful — 

Piteous spectacle of wonder — 

Hapless symbol of misfortune ! 

\The door is closed, 
Gutierre, consolation 
You require, that your bereavement, 
Which 18 great, may be atoned for 
By a gain of equal value — 
Give your hand to Leonore : — 
For 'tis time you satisfy the 
Debt you owe to her so long, 
And that I fulfil my promise 
When a fit occasion ofiered, 
To restore her fame and honour. 

OXJTIEBBE. 

Ah ! my lord, while yet the ashes 
Of 80 great a fire are glowing 
With the scarce fled vital heat, 
Let me weep tiy loss a little ; 
Have I not a fatal warning ? 

KINO. 

It must be ; it is enough. 
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With my life, my very soul — 

Saw herself this ni^ht prostrated 

By a sharp and sudden illness, 

W hich, to prove that she was human 

And not all divine, attacked her : 

A physician who can boast him 

Of the highest name and fame, 

And who in the world doth merit 

Never-ending deathless praises, 

Quick prescribed for her a bleeding. 

As he hoped to re-establish 

By this means, the healthy action 

Of the part thus sorely threatened 

By an illness so important : — 

So 'twas done ; for I in person 

Being the only one remaming 

In the house, called in a surgeon, 

All my servants being absent : — 

When, my lord, I went to see her. 

Hastening to her room this morning — 

(Here my tongue grows mute with sorrow ! 

Here my trembling breath doth fiul me !) 

I beheld the bed empurpled 

With her blood so sadly fatal, 

And her white robe crimsoned over, — 

And in it, O G-od ! was lying 

Cold and dead, my darling Mencia, 

Having bled to death at night ; 

Which doth prove how very easy 

Can itself a bandage open. 

But ah ! me, why thus presuming 

Strive I to reduce to language 

Such a sorrowful misfortune ? 

Turn your pitying gaze then yonder — 

There you see the sun looks bloody, 

There you see the pale moon darkened — 

Bobbed of light the starry legions, 

Dark with clouds the azure skies*— 
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GUTIBBBB. 



How many times then must I do so, 
Knight and day I see him haunting 
The very precincts of my house ? 

KIKG. 

Complain to me : 

GITTISBBB. 

And if complaining 
A greater grie^ by listening, hear P 

XIKG. 

What matter if it proves unreal. 
And that her beauty stands a f orlroas , 
Ever girt round by walls of virtue, 
'Gainst which the winds may blow in vain P 

GUTIEBBB. 

And if, unto my home returning, 
I find a certain letter, asking 
The Infante not to go P 

KIKO. 

There is a remedy for all things. 

GVTJXBXM. 

What ! is it possible P for this one P 

EUTG. 

Yes, Gutierre. 

QVTtaaoL 

Wmk, myloidP 
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KEKG. 



It is your own. 



GUTIEBSE. 

What is it ? 

KISQ, 

Bleeding! 

GUTIEfiBB. 

What do you say ? 

That you had better 
Make clean the portals of your dwelUng — 
A bloody hand is on your doors. 

GXJTIEBBE. 

Those who exercise a caUing, 

Place a scutcheon o'er their doors. 

On whose shield their arms are blazoned. 

Honour is my calling, so 

I my hand in red blood bathed 

Placed upon my door, to show 

That the secret stains of honour 

Can be only washed in blood. 

EIKG. 

G-ive your hand to Leonore, 
Since I know her many virtues 
Merit it. 

GUTIEBBE. 

I give it, then ; 
But remember it is bathed 
Still with blood, fair Leonore. 



"Tia no matter j that doth neither 
"Wake my wonder nor my fear. 



OUTIEttBE. 



Bemember, too, I am Physician 
Of my own Honour, and my skill 
Is not forgotten. 



Cure with it 

My life, when deadly danger threatens, 

OCTIEHEE. 

Then, on that express condition 
I present it imto you. 

ALL THE CaABACTXBH. 

ThuB is ended the Physician 
Ofhiit own Honour; pray forgive 

All its many imperfectioaB. 




NOTES. 



THE CONSTANT PRINCE. 

The exact year in which this fine tragedy was written has 
not lK*en a.scLTtaine<l. The date of its composition, however, 
must be fixed earlier than the 23rd of November, 1635, on 
which day the apptobation for the publication of the first 
voliiniu nf ( 'al<luion'8 " (.'o///rc//Vw" was signed by El Maestro 
Jose do Valdivielso,* tlie official licenser. This volume con- 
tains six full-length dram:iH, of which El Prhidpe CoHstante 
is the last. Calderon w.oh at this period in his 36th year, 
having bemi born at Madrid, on the 1 7th of January, 1600. 
Kive years however before this lime (1635), that is in 1630, he 
figunis in Lope de Vega's "Laurel of Apollo," among the 
crow<l of ]>oets l)orn in Madrid ; and In 1632, "Montalvan 
tells us that Calderon was already the author of many dramas 
which liad been a<;ted with applause ; that he had gained 
many jiublic prizes ; that he ha<l written a great deal of 
lyri<,'al verse ; an<l thathuliad begun a poem on the General 
hrluge. His re])utation as a ]K>et, therefore, at the age of 
tliirty-two was an enviable one, and was ftist rising. "+ 

This general information of Montalvan, as given to us by 
t)i<- a)»le liistorian of Spanisli literature, has \nnin rendered 
niore •xacl by the valuable Chronological Cat^ilogue (the 
only oij»*, I belii'Ve, ever attempte«h, which has been com- 
pil<-<l by I)<in .Juan Kugi:nir) llartzenbusch, and published 
i)y hiiM in the fburtli and last vtdume of his edition of Cal- 
d'-mn. Madrid. l>r»M.J: Fnmi this catab>gue, it appears, 
th.it up to the year lf>u2, about fourteen dramas had been 

* All •■<'(-li'»ia'(tic of liitrli rank, who, alonir with nnmcrriuK rcMfsiauB 
w'irk-. ).:i-' li-tt two reliLTioiis ilraiiiHii, and twelve autiUf which were 
pn'iii-l.i- 1 Ml 'MIC viiluine, ill MVi'I. 

> 'ri(-kiior'<« Hi>t(ir)r of hitanish Literature, vol. ii. p. 313. London, 
l^Hi. 

: "Ihi** the n>«>j»t eoniplcte rdition of ('al(lcn«r!i " Cotn^fat** which 
liHs ever Ui-n i)tit>lifihe(l, (uily rea(.'ht>(l me wlille this traiiHlation was 
i.'oinK' thmuKh the prcfw. It fonns a iMirtion of the " Bibliot4*ca de 
Atitonii Ehpaiiolcs *' ikiw publihhiiig, byScnor Rivadencyra of Madrid. 
About twenty ▼oIuidm liave already apjicarcd, and tiiey arc most 
creditable In ewf waj to tba Bpaniiili prew. 
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written by Galderon, including one or two in which ho liad 
been assisted by other writers. The first of those (Bl Jf^Jor 
Amigo el Muei'to), to which he contributed the third mI^ 
was written so eariy asl610. Galderon's portion wme ^luiJuxl 
on the 25th of December in that year, when he weaftad 
twenty-three days of completing his devei^ year ! Iliii 
singular specimen of precocious dramatical genios is ffiTonfai 
the edition before me. Three years afterwarday men lie 
had reached the (to him) mature age of t^trtasn^ he fimnd 
himself sufficiently strong as to be able to dispense with any 
extraneous assistance, and produced alone his El Oafto id 
CidOt San Elids, This drama> it is to be feared, is now 
lost, although promised by Vera Tassis to he inblndedin a 
tenth volume of his edition of Calderon's "Gomediair' — 
(Madrid, 1682-91, tom. ix.), which never appeared. Of the 
twelve remaining dramas, written during or before the thirty 
second year of his age, two are still unknown exoopt bj 
name ; but among the others u*e to be found three or four 
of the most popular and most celebrated in his entire eot 
lection, of which may be mentioned. La Dama I^umdt 
(1629), El Astrologo Fmgido (1682), and La Banda « fa 
Flor (1632). This kst drama, ''The Scarf and the Xlower," 
so popular throughout Germany, in the admirable Tersioin of 
Augustus William Schlegel, I have also selected for tnns- 
lation in the present work. Between the oommenoenMUt of 
1633, and the 23rd of November, 1685, abont ei^tean 
dramas appear to have been written, in only two or thrsa 
of which Calderon received assistance firom other WiHeis ; 
of those "The Physician of his own Honour^' {JU MMoo d$ 
m Hmra), 1633, ''The Puigatoiy of Samt FktridL" (S 
Purgatorio de San Patricio), 1635, and "The Oonatant 
Prince" {El Principe Constan^te), 1635, are induded in tUi 
translation. Of this last drama, the following opinioiis hsfe 
been expressed by the ablest writers on Spaniui hteratnre :— 

"The tragedy of Don Fernando, entitied "Bl rrmcmt 
Constamte" displays all the lustre of Galderon*s genina. l£a 
unities of time and place are lost sight of in the nnity of the 
heroic action into which Calderon has infused the pnreit 
spirit of pathos, without departing from the Spanish national 
style of heroic comedy. This trs^g^y might not impraperir 
be named the Portuguese Begulus." — ^Boutebwxk's TJnta^ 
of Spa/nisk Literature. 

'*I7ie Constant Prince, or rather The If^UxSbie Primei, the 
Itegulus of Spain, is one of the most moviuff plsysof Oalda* 
ron. The Portuguese, after having driven we Moors tcom 
the whole western coast of the Peninsula^ piMsd ovir inl^ 
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to pursue still further the enemies of their fiuth. They 
ok the couquest of Fez and Morocco. The same 
led them to seek a new passage to the Indies, and 
t the standard of Portugal on &e coast of Quinea^ in 
^dom of CSongo, at Mozambique, at Diu, at Goa, and 

John I. had conquered Geuta. At his death he 
eral sons, all of whom wished to distinguish them- 
igainst the infidels. Edward, ^ho succeeded him, 
I two brothers, in the year 14^ with a fleets to 
!; the conquest of Tangiers. One of these was Ferdi- 
he hero of Calderon, Sie most valiant of princes ; the 
iras Henry, who was afterwards celebrated for hia 
IS efforts in ezplorizuf the sea of Guinea, in order to 
* the passage to the Indies. Their expedition is the 
of this tragedy." — SiSMONDi's LUerature of the 8(mik\ 
pe. 

er dramas of Calderon rely for their success on a lufftk 
f loyalty, with little or no admixture of love or 
r. The most prominent of these is ' The Firm-hearted 

Its plot is founded on the expedition againet the 
n Africa, by the Portuguese In&nte Don lerdSiuuiidy 
, which ended with the total defeat of the uivadei% 
Tangier, and the captivity of the prince himseli^ who 
a miserable bondage in 1443 ; — his very bonee reet- 
tliirty years among the misbelievers, till they were at 
ught home to Lisbon and buried with reverence, af 
f a Baint and martyr. This story, Calderon found in 
and beautiful Portuguese chronicles of Joam Alvares 
y de l^ina ; but he makes the sufferings of the prince 
r}% thus adding to Ferdinand's character the self- 
1 of Regulus, and so fitting it to be the subject of a 
igedy, founded on the honour of a Christian patriot.*^ 
vor'h HUtory of Spanish Literature, vol. iL p. 849. 
, 1849. 

stor>' of Don Ferdinand is also told in Mariana (Hlstoria, 
p. 345,. But the principal resource of Calderon was, no 
life of the Infante, hy his faithful firiend and follower, Joem j 
first printed in 1527» of which an abstract, witii longpaMafes i 
' orif^inal, may be found in the *' Leboi dM Standhaften } 
" Kcrlin, 18*27, Bvo. To these may be added, for tibe illustra- ; 
e " Principe Constante," a tract by J. Schnlze, entitled ** Uebcr 
(Ihaften Prinzen," printed at Weimar, 1811, ISmo., at a time 
hlcKel'H translation of that drama, brougikt oat under Hie 
of Goethe, was in ttie mtdst oTtts BUtcess uu Uie WcttUr 
le part of Don Ferdinand being acted wMH gftteffowStiff 
ichulze is quite eztravacant *** ^\b — *<**^ft** of Hie poetical 
the •• Principe Cor-^-^ "-'- itbgrtbesldeof the *^DI?lna 
:'* but he| discus «*filt8 as an aetinf dnona, 

Aim in part its h -JMI.fQLiLp.S49, moie. 
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The lyrical beauty of this dnmabM been veiy nmok ad- 
mired. In addition to the opinion of Bonterweik, h to te 
poetic merit of the opening scene of the fint aofe (f^nnBj 
quoted as a foot-note to the text), it may bementUmed^ that 
a living Spanish writer, who has made the lyrioel eheiMiflr 
of Calderon's poetry his peculiar study, has pronoonoad 4m 
sonnet spoken by Fernando towards the end of the aeoandao^ 
as one of the most beautiful in the language. lUa aomiaty 
as well as the corresponding one spoken by the Prineaa 
Phenix in reply, are given by Bouterwek among Ua moit 
&vourable specimens, being, as he sayi^ " ao beantiftil nd 
so perfectly in Calderon's style." I give them both hei«^ m 
well as the remark of the Spanish writer, to whom I Inm 
alluded, as to the first. 

*^ Entre las comparaciones numeroaas que ae enonenftna 
en Calderon, nos parece preferible la del sigoiente aoneto^ mo 
de los mas hermosas de nuestra lengna, j aoaao el migor 
acabado, por la valentia del pensamiento finaL 

'* Estas, que fiieron pompa y alegria, 
Desperiando al abor de la mafiana^ 
A la tarde ser^n lastima vana, 
Durmiendo en brazos de la noche fria. 

'' Este matiz que al cielo desafia^ 
Iris listado de oro, nieve y granai, 
Ser^ escarmiento de la vida humana : 
Tanto se emprende en termino de un dia ! 

" A florecer las rosas madrugaron, 
Y para envejecerse florecieron : 
Guna y sepulcro en un boton hallaron. 

'* Tales los hombres bus fortunas vieron : 
En un dia nacieron y espiraron ; 
Que pasados los siglos, horas fiieron." 

Don Alberto Libta : De CcHdenm, ooumdarmin 
como poeto lirico, Bevitta de Madrid. Toim» 
iii. Madrid, 1839. 

Tlie corresponding sonnet spoken by Phenix la aa fel- 
lows : — 

'' Esos rasgos de luz, esas centellas 
Que cobran con amagos superiores 
Alimentos del sol en resplandores, 
Aquello viven que se duelen dellas. 

** Flores noctumas son ; aunque tan bellaa^ 
Efimcras padecen bus ardores ; 
Pues si un dia es el siglo de las flores 
Una noche es la edad de las estrellas. 
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"Da esa pues primavera fiigitiva 
Ya nuestro mal, ya nuestro bien se infiere : 
Registro es nuestro, 6 muera el sol 6 viva. 

** Que duracion habr^ que el hombre espere ? 
O que mudanza habr^ que no reciba 
De astro, que cada noche nace y muere ? " 

In addition to the German version of Schlegel (Spanisches 
Theater, Leipsig, 1845, ii. Band, p. 123), it may be men- 
tioned, that £1 Pnncipe ConatarUe has been translated into 
French, by M. Damas Hinard, in his *'Chef-d*(Euvre8 du 
Tli^tre Espagnol. — Calderon, Zhme sdrie." 



THE SECRET IN WORDS. 

This comedy {El Secreto a Voces), according to the Catct- 
/ofjo Crfmolojico of Don Juan Hartzenbusch, was written in 
160*2. In a cotemporary publication it is cited as having 
fonned a portion of the festivals held in the Hoyal Convent 
of San Francisco, of Granada, on the day of the Conception 
of our Lady in that year. — Granada, 1662. 

The plot is supposed to have been suggested to Calderon 
by the Aiu<ir por Arte Mayor of Tirsojde Molina, to which 
however his drama is very superior in execution as well as 
plan. It was imitated and adapted to the Italian stage, by 
the celebrated Venetian poet Carlo Gozzi, under the title 
uf // Puhblico Secreto, and nas been introduced into modem 
French comedy, by the name of Le Qa/nt et VEvarUail. An 
•excellent tranHlation into German has been given by J. D. 
(iricH, in the second volume of his '' Schauspiele von Don 
Pedro Calderon de la Barca."— (Berlin, 1840, 8 tom.) A 
French veniion, in prose, is also given by M. Damas Hinard, 
in the third volume or series of his Calderon. The little story 
which, with the freedom of the (^rooofo, Fabio tells Florida in 
the Kccond scene of the second act, will remind the reader of 
the Hong, 8ung by Mephistopheles, in Auerbach's cellar, in 
Lci]»Hig, commencing *' There was once upon a time a kinff 
who had a great nea," &c. — See Hayward's Faust, 4w 
(m1. p. 04. The resemblance is too striking to be accidental, 
ujKJ ^joetiio was probably indebted to Fabio for the idea, 
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which it niuBt be confesaed he has not improved, as there is 
ikr iiioru iin'IiiiuHri in the Spanish than in the Grerman version. 
SiKiiunuli callH The Srant in Words ** one of the most beau- 
tiful and engaging of Calderon's comedies of intrigue. The 
fk'cne is laid in Parma, which is described in so particular a 
manner, tliat we cannot doubt, that the author resided in this 
city (luring his campaigns in Italy, and that he had the 
scenery fresh in hia recollection." — History of the Liieratwre 
of the South ofEurojff traiulated byJtoscoe. Bohn's ed. voL ii. 
p. 3S0. 

•'In Calderon's Comedias de Capa y Espcuia" aajB Bon- 
t<;rwck, "the ])lots are UHuallyofso complicated a nature, 
that no reader except a Spaniard habituated to this sort of 
nient'd exercise, can, on a first perusal, seize and foUow the 
various tlirt*ads of the intrigue. By an ingenious entangle- 
nu'iit of incidents, the principal characters of the piece are 
repeatedly plunged from one unexpected embarrassment into 
.'iiidther. Calderon particularly excelled in the accumula- 
lation of surprises, in connecting one difficult situation with 
another, and in maintaining undiminished the strongly ex- 
cited interest to the close of the piece." — History of Spanish 
Litvi-aturc, translated by Thomasina Boss. Bogue's ed. 
p. 800. 

** Comedy is his forte : in it his true poetic genius dis- 
plays all its vigour. And his comic view of life is in all 
essential respects ttie same as Shakespeare's. Here, as already 
remarked, this view of the vanity of earthly life holds infuU 
validity. Just as in Shakespeare's, so in Calderon's comedies, 
the threads of the plot are woven together into what seems 
an indissoluble knot, by the caprice or weakness, perversity, 
and especially the passionate susceptibility, of the acting per- 
sonages on the one hand ; and on the other, by the singular 
but accidental shapes which relations and circumstances 
assume ; while this tangle is by the same instrumentality 
unravellc<l against the expectation and will, and without the 
knowledge of the ])artie8 themselves ; and in this manner the 
vanity of human life — vain, so far as it is governed by such 
influence?' — is made to produce a right, and good and happy 
result. I shall dispense with the trouble of illustrating by 
examples this definition of comedy : its justness is univer- 
sally apparent, and I am content with calling attention to 
the above-named comedies. Of these, * The Secret in Words' 
is one of the most amusing, polished, and ingenious comedies 
that I know of." — ShaJcesjteare's Dramatic Arty and his rela- 
tion to Cahleron and Gotthe, translated from the Qtmum of 
Dr. Hermann Ulrici. London, 1846, p. 493. 
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THE PHYSICIAN OF HIS OWN HONOUR. 

Don Juan Habtzenbusch assigns this tragedy {El Medico 
de 8u Hour a) to the year 1633 ; as, according to the Index 
of Don Juan Isidro Fajardo, it was first printed at Barcelona 
in that year, among a collection of pieces by Lope de Vega, 
to whom it was attributed. — Comedicu de Ccdderon, tomo iv. 
p. 669. 

The same erudite editor considers that the idea of the 
drama was suggested to Calderon by a casual reading of a 
Comediaf by Claramonte, called De esta agua no heberi. The 
personages, he says, are nearly alike, but the characters are 
differently conceived and sustained, or are totally opposite. 
M. Damas Hinard has also pointed out another drama to 
which Calderon was under some obligation in the composi- 
tion of " The Physician of his own Honour." It is the Zdoso 
Prvdente of Tirso de Molina, which, along with presenting 
some general analogy to Calderon's tragedy, has suggested a 
few of the minor details of the piece, and in particuLur, the 
fine monologue of Don Gutierre in the third scene of the 
second act. In availinff himself occasionally of the labours 
of his predecessors, Calderon did no more (indeed, consider- 
ing the quantity of his writings, he has done less) than either 
Shakspeare or Moliere did under Himiliar circnmstances : 
and his French translator in defending him firom any charge 
of unjustifiably appropriating to himself the literaiy pro- 
perty of others, says with trath, that Calderon could Imve 
adopted the proud confession of Moliere, and could have 
said with him, '' Je prends mon bien oti je le tronve." — 
TJUdtre Espagnd , Caldebon, \re 96rie, p. 74. 

The same writer, in the notice prefixed to his translation 
of this drama (the poetical exuberance of which, according 
to a compatriot,* he has considerably diluted), alluding to 
the exaggerated sense of honour on which it is founded, 
flays very truly, — " One would be tempted to believe that 
Schlegel had this particular drama in view, when, in his 
eloquent eulogium on Calderon, he wrote the following re- 
markable lines : 'I know no apter symbol of the tender sen- 

* Monsieur Hippolito Lucas, the prefoce of whose imitation of El 
Medico de tu Honra is quoted in the Notat e Jhutracionet to the 
edition of Calderon, by Hartzenbnscli so freqnentlj referred to.— 
Madrid, 1850, torn. iv. p. 710. 

2e 
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aibility with which Galderon r oy eienti the MatinuBi of 
honour, than the &ble of the ennine^ which u mad to priM 
■o highly the whiteness of its for, that xmtlier iSbaok ■tui it 
in flighty it at once yields itself up to tlio hnntonandW 
death.' — ^This comparison," continues IC Daaoas Sim^ 
'' so ingenious and so exquisite, adapte itMlf with itriUiv 
iustice to the Physician of his own Monoar, who mth^v 
himself as it were by anticipation <tf the poMifaility of an oo^ 
rage whidi he fears." 

This view, however, does not satiaQr the modem editor tf 
Calderon, nor will it satisfy any of his modem readen. Svbb 
in Spun, the utter absordi^ and fidiitj of the enoient oodM flf 
loyalty and of honour have become apparent^ as in other jwli 
of the world. " When the sentiment of hooou;'' Htya Sate 
Hartzenbusch, "conducts to inhumanity and bartMtnnunMi; 
when the sentiment of loyalty leads to Berviliirr and bMi- 
ness, these noble impulses lose their original ohanofcar aid 
degenerate into criminal abuses : it is baibaioiMiien to kiD 
an innocent wife — it is baseness to respect a j^oiltT prinoe: 
Mencia should not have paid the penalty of Bnriqiie^ crinei* 
— {Notas e Ilustraciones.) This sentence is the aentenoe of 
justice and of truth : but its weight presses more upon As 
character of the age than of the poet, lliat Calderoii eonU 
occasionally rise above some of the strongest prejndioss of 
his time, is apparent from the evident sympathy fiir the p«^ 
secuted Moors, which he exhibits in Amor detptUB^ d£&i 
Mtiertef and his sense of individual riffht in JBl AtbMt d$ 
Zalamea, I cannot better conclude the brief amiotatlonf 
which I have thought it mv duty to make to the draOMi 
contained in the present volume, than by quoting the adni* 
rable remarks of the historian of Spanish literature in r^ 
ference to the class of tragedies, of which ''The 'PhywUkm. of 
his own Honour'' is a conspicuous example. SpealoBg of the 
dramatic interest which, though totally diffisrent from that 
which most readers of the British druna are ^^mjl^y with, 
they unquestionably possess, he says, "No doubt^ ihS» is 
not the dramatic interest to which we are most aoonstome^ 
and which we most value. But still it is a dramatio interest^ 
and dramatic effects are produced by it. We are not t» jndga 
Calderon by the example of Shakspeare, any more than we 
are to judge Shakspeare by the example of Sophocles. Hie 
' ' Arabian Nights' are not the less brilliant beoanse the ad- 
mirable practical fictions of Miss Edgeworth are so diflbrant. 
The gallant audiences of Madrid stiU give the fbll moa— re 
of an intelligent admiration to the dramas of Galdoroi^ ■• 
their fiithers did : and even the poor Alguadl, idia n4 «ia 
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guard of ceremonj ou the state while the * Nifia de Gomez 
Arias' was acting, was so deluded hy the cunnrng of the 
scene, that, when a nohle Spanish lady was dragged forward 
to be sold to the Moors, he sprang, sword in hand, among 
the performers to prevent it.^ It is in Tain to say tiiat 
dramas which produce such effects are not dramatic. The 
testimonies of two centuries, and of a whole nation, prove the 
contrary. 

''Admitting, then, that the plays of Calderon are letXtj 
dramas, and mat their basis is to be sought in the stmotura 
of their plots, we can examine them in the spirit, at least, in 
which they were ori^nally written. And i^ while thus in- 
quiring into their character and merits, we fix attention <m 
Uie different degrees in which love, jealousy, and a lof^ 
and sensitive honour and loyalty enter into their compon- 
tion, and give life and movement to their reepective acti<Hi% 
we shall hardly fidl to form a right estimate of what CU- 
deron did for the Spanish secular theatre in its bi^^iMl 
departments/'f 

''One of the best known and most admired of J h tw 
mixed dramas," says 3fr. Ticknor in oontinoationy "ii ^Tbm 
Physician of his own Honour,' — a play whose soene is laid 
in the time of Peter tlie Cruet but one which seems to have 
no foundation in known fiuits, and in which the monaroh 
has an elevation given to his character not warranted by 

history." t 

Id addition to the French version of El Medico de m 
Honra, by M. Damas Hinard, and the imitation of it by M. 
Hippolito Lucas already mentioned, it has also been imitated 
in that language by Linguet, but, as it would appear, not 
very successfully. It is admirably translated into Grerman 
by Gries, in the eighth vol. of his " Schauspiele von Cal- 
deron." BerUn, 1840. 

* Huerta, Teatro Hespanol, parte fl. torn. L Prolog, p. vii La 
Nina dc (xomez Arias, Joni. iii. 

t Ticknor* 8 History of Spanish Utetatnre, voL U. p. 837. 

X Ibid. p. 341 . "About this time," sajs Mr.Tldmor in a note, "there 
was a strong disposition shown by the overweening MnsUiility of 
Spanish loyalty to reUeve the Mem o ry of Peter the Crad from the 
heavy imputations left resting on it by Pedro de Ayala (in his chrooide}* 
and of which traces may be found in Moreto, and ottiar dramatlitB of 
the reigrn of Philip IV. Pedro appears also faoi the * Nina de Plata' of 
Ix)pe de Vega, but with kss atrongly marked attrOnites.*' 
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Ribility with which Calderon represent! the aentiment of 
honour, than tho &ble of the ermme, which is said to prize 
■o highly thti whiteness of its for, that rather than stain it 
in flight, it at once yields itself np to the honters and to 
death.' — Thin comparison/' continues M. Damas Hinard, 
" HI) ingenious and so exquisite, adapts itself with striking 
iuritice to the Physician of his own Hononr, who avenges 
himself as it were by anticipation of the poesil^ty of an out- 
rage which he fears.** 

Tliis view, however, does not satisfy the modem editor of 
(*alderon, nor will it satisfy any of his modem readers. Even 
in Siiain, the utter absurdi^ and fidsity of the ancient codes of 
loyalty and of honour liave become apparent, as in other parts 
of thti world. ** When the sentiment of honour," says Seflor 
HartzenbuMch, ''conducts to inhumanity and barbarousness ; 
when the sentiment of loyalty leads to servility and base- 
ness, tliese noble impulses lose their original character and 
degenerate into criminal abuses : it is barbarousness to kill 
an innocent wifu — it is baseness to respect a guilW prince: 
^lencia should not have paid the penalty of Enrique s crime. " 
— (Xittas I' flustracionea,) This sentence is the sentence of 
justice and of truth : but its weight presses more upon the 
cliaractor of tlie age than of the poet. That Calderon could 
occasionally rise above some of the strongest prejudices of 
his time, is apparent from the evident sympathy for the per- 
secuted Moors, which he exhibits in Amor despves dt la 
Muertif and his sense of individual rieht in M Atcolde de 
Zalanita. I cannot better conclude we brief annotations 
which 1 have thought it my duty to make to the dramas 
contained in the present volume, than by quoting the admi* 
rable remarks of the historian of Spanish literature in re- 
ference to the class of tragedies, of which "The Physioian of 
bin own Honour" is a conspicuous example. Speaking of the 
dramatic interest which, though totally difierent from that 
which most readers of the British drama are fieuniliar with, 
they unquestionably possess, he says, " No doubt^ this is 
not the dramatic interest to which we are most accustomed, 
and which we most value. But still it is a dramatic interest^ 
and dramatic effects are produced by it. We are not to judge 
Calderon by the example of Shakspeare, any more than we 
are to judge Shakspeare by the example of Sophodes. The 
' Arabian Niglits' are not the less brilliant because the ad- 
mirable practical fictions of Miss Edgeworth are so difierwit. 
The gallant audiences of Madrid stiU give the full measure 
of an intelligent admiration to the dramas of Calderon, H 
th^r &thers did : and even the poor Alguaoil, who sat H a 
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